









about the author 


No one who has heard George Vandeman speak, or read his 
books, will deny that here is a simplicity and charm, as well as a 
forcefulness of conviction, that is refreshing. Here is an empathy 
with his readers, a rapport that penetrates to the need of the individ¬ 
ual. The books talk. They do not read. 

In each of the author's books—and their circulation is now into 
the third million—the kindness and conviction of the personality 
that holds an audience comes through on paper. The words cease to 
be ink marks and become the throbbing reflection of all that the 
reader has ever felt—and only wished he could say. 

George Vandeman's background includes pastoral ministry, di¬ 
rect evangelism, the training of ministers, and speaking to huge audi¬ 
ences on both sides of the globe. His outstanding contribution to 
the faith of this generation, however, is through the IT IS WRIT¬ 
TEN telecast. It is difficult to escape the thought that God has 
especially prepared him for this ministry to the multitudes. 

And now you hold this book in your hand. It is not by accident. 
Rather, it may be by divine appointment that you read its pages. 
But you will never regret the moments you spend. And don't be 
surprised if you are never quite the same again! 
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That day the screwdriver slipped! 

It was early in 1946. Preparations were being made for 
the atomic test to be conducted in the waters of the South 
Pacific atoll of Bikini. A young and daring scientist by the 
name of Louis Slotin was carrying out an experiment. He 
had successfully performed it many times before. But this 
day, just before leaving Los Alamos for another assignment, 
he had offered to run through it one more time. 

The purpose of the experiment was to determine the 
amount of U-235 necessary for a chain reaction—scientists 
call it the critical mass. To accomplish this, he would push 
two hemispheres of uranium slowly toward each other. 
Then, just as the mass became critical, he would push them 
apart with his screwdriver, instantly stopping the chain 
reaction. 

But that day, just as the material became critical, the 
screwdriver slipped! The hemispheres of uranium came too 
close together. Instantly the room was filled with a dazzling 
bluish haze. Young Louis Slotin might have ducked away. 
He might have saved himself. But no. He interrupted the 
deadly chain reaction by tearing the two hemispheres apart 
with his bare hands! 


7 



8 


A DAY TO REMEMBER 


By this instant, self-forgetful daring he saved the lives 
of the seven other persons in the room. He realized 
at once that he himself would be bound to succumb to the 
effects of this atomic accident. But he did not lose control. 
Shouting to his colleagues to stand exactly where thev had 
been at the moment of the disaster, he drew on the black¬ 
board an accurate sketch of their relative positions, so that 
doctors might discover the degree of radiation to which 
each had been exposed. 

A little later, with A1 Graves, the scientist who next to 
himself had been most severely exposed, he waited beside 
the road for a car to take them to the hospital. Sensing 
fully the fate that awaited him, he said quietly to his com¬ 
panion, “You’ll come through all right. But I haven’t the 
faintest chance myself!” 

It was only too true. Nine days later he died in terrible 
agony. 

Friend, this helps me. It helps me to understand. For 
nineteen centuries ago the Son of the living God walked 
directly into sin’s most concentrated radiation, allowed 
Himself to be touched by its curse, and let it take His life. 
The accumulated guilt of the ages released its deadly con¬ 
tamination over Calvary. And He who made the atom 
permitted Himself to be nailed to the tower at ground 
zero, allowed wicked men to trigger the cruel device we 
call Calvary. But by that act He broke the chain reaction. 
He broke the power of sin. 

Strangely true were the mocking words of the rulers 
who watched Him die: “He saved others; Himself He can¬ 
not save.” Matthew 27:42. 

Never were truer words spoken. For to interrupt the 
chain reaction of sin, to stop its deadly fallout, He must 
give His own life. He could not save Himself and save 
others too. It is as if He spoke to every man, “You can 
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come through all right. 

Myself.” 

* 


But I haven’t the faintest chance 


Could it be that the God of the universe, in a final 
attempt to help our limited, restricted minds to grasp the 
true meaning of Calvary, has permitted our tampering with 
cosmic forces to give us a vocabulary that might better 
explain it? 

Calvary seems so far away, so disconnected from the 
restless age in which we live. As Christians, we reverence 
it, to be sure. But to most of us it is little more than a devo¬ 
tional exercise that we put on and take off to fit the occa¬ 
sion or the mood. And even when we stop to think about 
it, do any of us really know what it means? Or why it had 
to happen? 

We are too busy—too restless—too insecure—too fright¬ 
ened—too uncertain. We have just lived through the most 
decisive and revolutionary years of our history, years of 
surge and change, years heavy with anticipation and mys¬ 
tery. Every seam and fabric of our thinking has been 
strained in the struggle even to understand what is hap¬ 
pening, much less to master it. 

Technology has alternately amazed and frightened us. 
The supposed boundaries of man’s environment have been 
broken. Gravity has been defied. Space has been pene¬ 
trated. Man’s fingers have touched the moon. And now 
they are tampering with the riddle of the human cell. 

We are too busy, I say, for Calvary. Too busy with 
crime and delinquency, with riots and protests and bomb¬ 
ings, with cold wars and guerrillas and brush fires, and with 
nations that slept for centuries but now have stretched 
themselves awake and measure their muscles in megatons. 

Calvary, to millions, is nothing more than a harmless 
emotional release from the tensions of the week—seldom 
thought of as a cure for a society like ours. It seems too 
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far removed from our speeding, launching, boosting, count¬ 
ing generation. 

But did you know that Calvary itself was the climax 
of a countdown? 

True, the words countdown, ground zero, and fallout 
were yet unborn. Yet through the centuries the greatest 
countdown of the ages had been in progress. Do you 
remember the words of the apostle Paul? “But when the 
fullness of the time was come, God sent forth His Son, 
. . . to redeem.” Galatians 4:4, 5. 

God had a reason for sending His Son into the world 
at this particular hour. It was one of the darkest moments 
of history. The concentrated sin of the ages had settled 
upon Palestine and the surrounding nations. Sin had 
become a science, and vice a consecrated part of religion. 

It was in such an hour that the Son of God made His 
unassuming entrance into this world—in a Bethlehem sta¬ 
ble. We trace His lovely youth, like a flower in the slime 
of dissipation and vice for which Nazareth was noted. At 
the age of twelve He surprised the learned men of the 
temple with His wisdom and perception. Then the eigh¬ 
teen silent years. And at the age of thirty He stepped out 
from the carpenter’s home and boldly proclaimed that He 
was the Messiah, the Son of God. 

It was that claim and the spotlessness of His character 
that stirred jealous forces to plot His death. Yet repeatedly 
we read that “His hour was not yet come.” Until that 
hour He was safe. Little did His enemies know that they 
were counting down according to a prophetic clock. 

At last, after three years packed full of loving ministry, 
He said, “The hour is at hand.” Matthew 26:45. And 
wicked men set out to commit the foulest crime ever 
chargeable to the human race. No longer did a divine 
hand hold them back from their sinister purpose. 
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W atch the tragic sequence of it all as it unfolds in 
Gethsemane. And watch it closely. For Gethsemane was 
not a drama. It was a battle. It was the battlefield of eter¬ 
nity. And the conflict concerned you—and me. 

Jesus had spent many a night in prayer, but never a 
night like this. As He entered the garden, the awful bur¬ 
den of the world’s guilt began to press upon His soul. He 
must taste death for every man. For every man had sinned. 

Leaving His disciples, He removed a few steps from 
them and fell on His face as if crushed by some invisible 
weight. All hell pressed in upon Him. The enemy of God 
must succeed now—in the Saviour’s weakest hour—or be 
forever doomed. 

The Father hid His face from the scene. Jesus must 
bear the guilt of humanity alone. There must be a gulf 
between God and sin. And the terrible isolation was crush¬ 
ing out the life of the Son. Would He stand the test? 

Please do not overlook the possibility that He might 
have failed! The humanity of the Son of God trembled in 
that crisis hour. The fate of the human race hung in the 
balance. The awful moment had come. Would He wipe 
the bloody sweat from His brow and leave humanity to 
perish in its own iniquity? He could have done it! 

A few hours before, Jesus had stood like a mighty cedar 
against the storm of opposition. But now He is like a reed 
beaten and bent by the angry storm. He clings to the cold 
ground, as if to prevent Himself from being swept still 
farther from His God. 

The cypress and olive trees drop heavy dew upon His 
stricken form, as if nature would weep with its Author. 
But He is unaware. From His pale lips comes the cry, 
“O My Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from Me.” 
Yet even now He adds, “Nevertheless not as I will, but as 
Thou wilt.” Matthew 26:39. 
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Three times He shrinks from the last crowning sacri¬ 
fice. But the history of the human race rises up before the 
world's Redeemer. He knows that if left to themselves, the 
transgressors of His law will perish. 

Was there no way to bypass Calvary? Evidently not. 
Sin had challenged God's law. And that law must stand, 
or the universe itself would fall. Sin could not be isolated 
—or ignored—or overlooked. There was no way for Jesus to 
deal with it except to let its deadly curse fall upon Him¬ 
self. 

Where is the heart so hard that it is not touched by the 
story of that night’s struggle? Where are the emotions so 
calloused, the sentiments so frozen, that Calvary cannot 
reach? But how many of us know what really happened 
there? How many of us know why it happened? Why 
did Jesus have to die at all? 

The answer is simple. A law had been broken. A con¬ 
stitution had been challenged. And that law, that consti¬ 
tution, because in its precepts were summed up the foun¬ 
dation principles of right, could not be set aside—even to 
save the life of the Son of God. 

Man would perish without a Saviour. He would perish 
because “the wages of sin is death.” Romans 6:23. And 
“sin is the trangression of the law.” 1 John 3:4. It was to 
satisfy the claims of a broken law that Christ died in our 
place. If that law could have been set aside without peril 
to the universe, if its commandments could have Seen 
abolished without shattering the security of heaven and 
earth, then Calvary was unnecessary and only a meaning¬ 
less drama! 

Do you begin to understand it now? Do you sense now 
the intensity, and the deep new meaning, of that struggle 
in Gethsemane? He could have called ten thousand angels 
to His side. He could have left man to his deserved fate. 
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But no. His decision is made. He will save man at any 
cost to Himself. With His bare hands He grapples with 
the merging hemispheres of sin and heroically separates 
them, breaking their power. Those hands will bear the 
marks of that encounter through all eternity. But because 
of what He did that night, millions will live. 

He steps out of the garden into the last fury of the con¬ 
flict. Then comes that strange trial. And finally, as the 
countdown narrows, He climbs the hill of Calvary. He 
stands at ground zero. 

Sin becomes very real when we see what it did to the 
Son of God. Imagine the scene if you can. The crowd 
stands in restless attention. The Saviour is nailed to a 
roughhewn cross. It is thrust into place. And men think 
that ends the story! 

From the throng rises the cutting, sarcastic cry, “Save 
Yourself! Save Yourself—if You can!” 

They saw only a dying man and cried, “Save Your¬ 
self!” But there was one exception to this almost universal 
blindness. Above the rabble of those mocking voices one 
solitary man cried, “Save me!” No wonder the Saviour 
turned, even in His dying agony, at the sound of those 
words. Here was one who seemed to understand. 

You see, for centuries men had brought innocent lambs 
to the temple and slain them as a demonstration of the 
atoning sacrifice of the Lamb of God who would come. 
Now He was here. The countdown of the ages had nar¬ 
rowed to the zero hour. But only the dying thief seemed 
to understand. Beside him was not a frustrated social 
reformer. Beside him was not a misunderstood philoso¬ 
pher. Beside him was not simply a martyr dying for a good 
cause. No. Beside him was the infinite God dying because 
earth’s constitution had been defied by sinners like him¬ 
self. And he said, “Save me!” 
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If sin is nothing more than personality deficiency, if sin 
is only a mistake in judgment, if sin is simply human weak¬ 
ness, then this tragic drama of deliverance missed the mark. 
It was not only unnecessary but hauntingly cruel. 

It was the thief who recognized the problem of sin as 
modern man has not been willing to do. He saw himself 
not as a helpless product of environment, his misconduct 
traceable to some childhood incident or to an unfortunate 
arrangement of chromosomes and their genes. No. He saw 
himself a sinner—a sinner by choice. Beside him he saw 
not a martyr, but a sacrifice. And he said, “Save me!” 

That is the point. Was this a man—just a good man— 
the best man, it may be—dying as a passive victim in the 
hands of wicked men? Or was it incarnate God paying 
the uncompromising price of a broken law? 

Never forget it! If He was a mere man, we are describ¬ 
ing only murder. If He was God, we are describing an 
offering. If He was only a man, we are witnessing a mar¬ 
tyr. If He was God, we are witnessing a sacrifice! 

Sin with its deadly fallout spells death. Death is in it. 
Death is written on every nerve, tissue, and cell of our 
bodies. The whole human race is affected. And there is 
nothing any mortal can do about it. A sacrifice is needed. A 
martyr could not touch it! 

This is why Jesus had to die. This is the meaning of 
Calvary. This is its mighty argument. Sin had built up in 
intensity until it became a critical mass at Calvary. But the 
Son of God threw His own body across the fury of its chain 
reaction and broke its destructive power—to save you, to 
save me! 

Calvary is more than a story. And it involves even more 
than God dying in place of man. As we probe its deeper 
meaning, there will be some surprises in store. For Calvary 
—with its broken law and its incredible sacrifice—touches 
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issues that you and I, with every man, woman, and child, 
must meet in our lifetime. It touches basic loyalties that 
no man dare leave undecided. 

That's what this book is all about. A day God says to 
remember. But we shall not really understand the issue, or 
even why it is an issue, until we go back to the day the stars 
sang—and consider the price of forgetting. 
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burning a new and jittery world is born—a world that may 
be split and torn and twisted by its power, but a world that 
can hear in the splitting atom, if it will listen, an echo of 
its own day of beginnings. 

Today, as the cloud lifts, as its radioactive particles dis¬ 
appear over the heads of questioning, wondering men and 
women, we see framed in this cloud an intriguing reminder 
of the day the stars sang. 

Man cannot long investigate the secrets of the universe 
without coming face to face with the fact of a Creator, and 
with creation—old-fashioned, outmoded, disbelieved crea¬ 
tion. Many of the world’s keenest minds, as they probe the 
mysterious powers of nature, are beginning to conclude that 
the Scripture references to a God who created all things are 
not so irrational after all, but quite scientific. 

I was standing on the stage of London’s Stoll Theatre, 
speaking on a subject quite like this. Beside me stood Frank 
Jeffries, a fellow of the Royal Astronomical Society—astron¬ 
omer, scientist, mathematician. For many years he was 
charged with time determination at famous old Greenwich. 
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Imagine that audience, seated in attentive silence, as this 
quiet, thoughtful intellect expressed his deep convictions. 

"Friends,” he said, “the greatest thinkers throughout 
the ages and up to modern times have utterly failed to give 
a satisfactory explanation as to how and when this earth 
came into existence. Whatever theory they have evolved, 
thev have all eventually come face to face with the necessity 
of a First Cause which they cannot define. So forever they 
stumble along groping for it, drawing millions after them. 
And all the time, walking patiently behind them, hoping 
that they will turn around and look Him in the face, is the 
First Cause, the Lord God of heaven and earth!” 

Reminds one—doesn’t it—of words found at the opening 
of the Book: “In the beginning God.” 

Is there any other place to begin? 

The universe has long been a mystery to man. While he 
knew so little of it, perhaps it was natural to spin his own 
ideas of its origin. Men unacquainted with divine reve¬ 
lation might, with the limited vision of five centuries ago, 
bel ieve that the earth was square and must be held up by 
some giant of mythology. Even a century ago some thought 
it easy to bypass the Creator. Man knew so little of creation. 

But then came this strange twentieth century. And all 
is changed. 

It was in the last year of World War I that the famous 
British scientist Ernest Rutherford, when reproved for 
failing to attend a committee, retorted without embarrass¬ 
ment. “Talk softly, please. I have been engaged in experi¬ 
ments which suggest that the atom can be artificially dis¬ 
integrated. If it is true, it is of far greater importance than 
a war.” 

Then in 1927 two young students were walking 
together near Gottingen when it occurred to one of them 
that thermonuclear reactions in the sun, the fusion of 
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lightweight atoms, might be responsible for solar energy. 
That idea led eventually to the H-bomb. 

Then came the thirties, when the whole family of sci¬ 
entists seemed possessed with one idea—to find out what 
makes the universe tick. In 1932 James Chadwick discov¬ 
ered the neutron, the key to atomic fission. 

Seven fateful years passed before physicists fully recog¬ 
nized the significance of the neutron. In fact, during those 
seven years atoms were split with neutrons in Paris, Cam¬ 
bridge, Rome, Zurich, and Berlin without anyone’s sus¬ 
pecting it. The scientists simply refused to believe what 
their instruments told them. It seemed too fantastic. 

One of Enrico Fermi’s students explained, “God, for 
His own inscrutable reasons, made everyone blind at that 
time to the phenomenon of nuclear fission.” 

The hour had not yet come. But not for long would 
men be held back from the secret they sought. Twenty- 
five centuries ago God had said to the prophet, “Seal the 
book, even to the time of the end: . . . knowledge shall 
be increased.” Daniel 12:4. 

Who can say who first split the atom? The whole fam¬ 
ily of scientists—Rutherford, Fermi, Joliot-Curie, Frisch, 
Szilard, and many others—seemed impelled to the one end. 
And when it was accomplished, they stood aside in fright 
at what their hands had done. One of them had said, 
“The only way I can tell that a new idea is really impor¬ 
tant is the feeling of terror that seizes me.” 

Then came the building of the bomb. And many of 
the men who made it never knew what they were con¬ 
structing until the morning of the first atomic test at Alamo¬ 
gordo. Even the scientists did not realize the immensity of 
what they had done until the moment they saw the whole 
area lighted by the searing light and heard the awesome 
roar. Said General Farrell, “The explosion . . . made us 
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feel that we puny things were blasphemous to dare tamper 
with the forces heretofore reserved to the Almighty." 

It is said that Oppenheimer, at the moment of the 
blast, was clinging to one of the uprights in the control 
room. As he stood transfixed with fright, a passage from 
the Bhagavad-Gita, the sacred epic of the Hindus, flashed 
into his mind: 

If the radiance of a thousand suns 
were to burst into the sky, 
that would be like 
the splendor of the Mighty One. 

How could any man present that day doubt that there 
is a Creator? 

Albert Einstein concluded that the splitting of the atom 
is in reality creation in reverse. Can you not see how this 
breathtaking discovery makes belief in the Scriptural rec¬ 
ord of creation not at all difficult? For if man can turn mat¬ 
ter into energy, could not the Creator have turned energy 
into matter? 

It is now possible not only to believe but to understand 
at least dimly how the Creator works. “By the word of the 
Lord were the heavens made; and all the host of them by 
the breath of His mouth." “For He spake, and it was done; 
He commanded, and it stood fast." Psalm 33:6, 9. 

The tiny atom has forced man to rethink words like 
these. The flash of the atom, brighter than a thousand 
suns, has reminded him of the splendor of the Mighty One, 
and of the day the stars sang. Said God to the ancient Job: 
“Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the earth? 

. . . When the morning stars sang together, and all the 
sons of God shouted for joy?" Job 38:4-7. 

Let your wildest imagination picture it if you can. The 
majestic, thundering voice of the Creator. Worlds flung 
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into space. Suns set aHame. Electrons set to dancing. And 
back of it all the stars singing. The music of the spheres. 
The sons of God shouting praise to their Creator! 

I ask you. Would you exchange this picture for an 
amoeba out in some primeval ocean of slime, slowly devel¬ 
oping through billions of years into some higher form of 
life? Which way would you rather have it? 

I am aware that the Genesis account of creation has 
been turned aside by many with an incredulous smile. En¬ 
lightened people, we are told, have long since learned that 
the early record of Genesis is built of myth upon myth. Yet 
later portions of the Bible are said to be reliable. 

At what point, then, does the Bible record cease to be 
myth and become authentic history? Strangely enough, as 
soon as Scripture and history meet, as soon as Scripture and 
archaeology converge, we find them all in striking agree¬ 
ment. May not the earlier records of Scripture yet be 
vindicated by scientific discovery? The evidence is not 
all in! 

And did you know that the New Testament contains 
many statements about creation? Are they likewise a myth? 
Must even the gospel story be discarded? Who of you is 
willing to consign Calvary to the realm of speculation and 
theory? Who is willing to assign what happened there to 
chance or accident? Who of you is willing to trust his 
future not to a nail-scarred hand, but to long, slow, erratic 
processes of change? 

Unthinkable, you say. 

Yet man’s only record of the cross is in the same vol¬ 
ume that records creation. To reject the Creator as He 
speaks worlds into existence is to reject Him as He dies on 
a lonely hill. If there is no Creator, there is no Redeemer. 
It is as simple as that! 

How can I make such a sweeping assertion? Because 
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they are one and the same Person. Surprising as it may 
seem, if vou follow me carefully you will discover that the 
Creator of this world is none other than the One who gave 
His life for it. 

The first chapter of John describes the Lord Jesus 
Christ as He preexisted from the days of eternity: “In the 
beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, 
and the Word was God.” “All things were made by Him; 
and without Him was not anything made that was made.” 
“He was in the world, and the world was made by Him.” 
John 1:1, 3, 10. 

These words refer unquestionably to the Lord Jesus 

Christ, vour Saviour and mine—refer to Him as the Crea- 

✓ 

tor and Sustainer of all things. Says Hebrews 1:1, 2: “God 
. . . hath in these last days spoken unto us by His Son, 
. . . by whom also He made the worlds.” And Ephesians 
3:9 openly names Him: “God, who created all things by 
Jesus Christ.” 

There need be no confusion here. The Scriptures speak 
one clear, consistent message. This world has a Creator. 
That Creator is Jesus Christ. 

Do you see the startling significance of what we have 
learned? The One who died on Calvary is the One who 
flung the worlds into space on the day the stars sang. The 
Christ of Calvary is the Creator of Genesis. To reject one 
is to reject the other! 

Yes, the Scriptures speak one clear, consistent message. 
Christ is the Creator. And that message extends through 
to the fascinating book of Revelation, the book of last 
things, the book of special significance to men living today. 
This remarkable prophetic book describes a revival of faith 
in creation in the last days of this world’s history. And it 
calls it the everlasting gospel. Listen! 

“And I saw another angel fly in the midst of heaven, 
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having the everlasting gospel to preach unto them that 
dwell on the earth, . . . saying with a loud voice, Fear 
God, and give glory to Him; for the hour of His judgment 
is come: and worship Him that made heaven, and earth.” 
Revelation 14:6, 7. 

“Worship Him that made.” Who was it that made 
heaven and earth? We have discovered from Scripture that 
the Lord Jesus Christ is the Creator. And the Lord Jesus 
Christ is the very heart of the everlasting gospel. 

He says to every man, “Reach hither thy finger, and 
behold My hands; and reach hither thy hand, and thrust 
it into My side.” John 20:27. 

We have touched the scars in His hands. We have 
worshiped Him as Saviour. But now, in this day of the 
atom, He asks us to thrust our hand into the side of His 
power, and know Him as Creator. Here on the verge of 
His coming, in a day when creation is both attacked and 
vindicated as never before, we are called upon to 
acknowledge Him who made the worlds. 

How can we acknowledge Him as our Creator? How 
can we worship Him that made heaven and earth? Could 
it have anything to do with a day God says to remember? 
I think you will see that it does. I think you will see that 
we can never forget the Creator while we remember that 
day. It is no surprise, then, that God placed that day in 
the heart of His eternal code. He placed it in the heart of 
the broken law that made Calvary necessary. He placed 
it in the heart of the moral authority that this generation 
is determined to forget. 

And the price of forgetting—we are paying in our streets! 




The frenzied crescendo is not fiction. It is not 
rehearsal. It is very, very real. Back and forth across the 
country it reverberates—sometimes subtly in the under¬ 
ground, sometimes openly in the streets. 

The sound of rebellion has come to stay. It echoes across 
our campuses, punctuated with dynamite. It pierces the 
quiet of our dark nights and lights them up with fire. It is 
chanted in rhythm in our parks, on the steps of our govern¬ 
ment, and on the grounds of our cherished national memo¬ 
rials. 

Sometimes the words are polite. But mostly they are 
angry. Always they are frustrated. And their meaning is 
unmistakable. A disillusioned generation has decided that 
our days are numbered. It has decided that the establish¬ 
ment must go. And it means business. 

What are we witnessing? We are witnessing a genera¬ 
tion that is paying the price of forgetting. And somebody 
has taught it to forget. The generation that walked ahead 
has unwittingly led the way. 

I know that the new generation finds justification for its 
confrontations in the streets in the hypocrisy it thinks it sees 
in the system, the hypocrisy of our sophisticated culture, 
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the hypocrisy of the modern home as many a youth has 
experienced it. And we can only be sympathetic with their 
frustrations. 

But something even more tangible than hypocrisy may 
be involved here—something that I sincerely believe lies 
at the root of the rebellion against authority that smolders 
and burns in the heart of this generation. Sometimes it 
erupts in the streets. Sometimes it remains quiet and 
polite and subdued and well-groomed. But it is there—a 
challenge of traditional ideals, a carelessness with moral 
values we have considered sacred, that brings many a 
father and mother to cry out in stunned desperation, “Is 
this what I taught him?” 

And the answer, in an alarming number of cases, could 
be, “Yes, it is.” For disturbing and shocking as the thought 
may seem, it just could be that the deluge of lawlessness 
that is sweeping our country could be traced in some 
measure to certain things we have taught them. To be 
more specific, I refer to certain dangerous implications in 
the religious teaching we have passed on to them—implica¬ 
tions that have grown like germs into the rebellion we see 
in the streets today. Not all of us are guilty. But some of 
us definitely are. Let me explain. 

You see, there was a day when we considered the Bible 
to be the only rule of faith, an inspired, unerring, infallible 
revelation from God to man. But now, for decades, the 
Scriptures have been torn apart little by little, choosing 
here and discarding there, calling this page inspired and 
that page myth, this literal and that symbolic—until there 
is little left. 

And somehow it has seemed sophisticated to doubt. 

There was a day when we believed that man was made 
in the image of God—and owed it to his Creator to keep 
that image from being erased. Today the creation of this 
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world, and of man himself, is attributed to long ages of 
chance.. The Creator is forgotten. 

There was a day when we believed that Adam and Eve 
fell, and passed on their legacy of rebellion to us. Therefore 
we needed a Saviour. Today we are told that we have 
evolved from the primeval sea and are still on our way up 
—not down. And why should man need a Saviour if he 
has never fallen? 

There was a day when the thunders of Sinai echoed into 
our ears and we listened. The Ten Commandments were 
something not to be trifled with. Today they are hardly 
ever mentioned. It is left for Tiny Tim to talk about the 
commandments. It was Tiny Tim, asked on television 
what was the most important thing to teach a child, who 
replied, “Teach him to keep the commandments.” 

I ask you, If as parents we abdicate our responsibility to 
Tiny Tim, is it any wonder that we see what we see in our 
streets? For a generation now, with our now, updated ideas 
of morality, with our boasted permissiveness, we have been 
steadily undermining the foundations of society. And now, 
before our horrified eyes, the walls are beginning to 
crumble. 

How could it be otherwise? We are only paying the 
price of forgetting. If creation is forgotten and assigned to 
myth and legend, how can we be disturbed by the threat- 
enings of future judgment in the same Book? If the story 
of man’s tragic fall is forgotten, where is the need of a 
Saviour? If Sinai is forgotten, authority is spineless. 

We are paying the price of forgetting. Some of us, I say, 
are not guilty. But some of us are. And all of us need to 
understand. 

Come with me back to the day of beginnings. There in 
that early splendor a man called Adam walked and talked 
with his Creator—until it happened. Man rebelled against 
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authority. And this planet is still rocked with the results. 

The green lawns of Eden were not trampled with the 
feet of marchers. There were no protests, no placards, no 
rebellious chants. Adam and his wife Eve were the only 
actors in this tragic real-life drama. It was all done very 
quietly. Just the polite, guarded suggestion, on the part of 
a talking serpent in a tree, that God’s requirements were 
unreasonable. And Eve let the thought take root in her 
mind—and reached out her hand for the forbidden fruit. 

Was God unreasonable? No. The tree, and its fruit, 
had been placed off limits for only one reason—to give man 
the opportunity to show his loyalty and allegiance to his 
God. And Eve failed. And Adam followed. 

Such a little thing. The eating of a tree placed off 
limits. But in that one small act was the seed of rebellion 
that has germinated and grown into the chants that we hear 
on our streets, the bombings, the terrors of war, the hatreds 
that divide us. It is the same thing. Rebellion is the same 
whether it erupts on the streets or smolders in the polite 
quiet of the heart. 

Hardly was the deed done, hardly was the choice made, 
when Adam began to understand the meaning of the words, 
"The wages of sin is death.” And one of the first acts after 
rebellion entered was to take the life of innocent animals 
to fashion clothes for now-naked bodies. Adam began to 
understand. 

I like to think that God sat down beside Adam, telling 
him about death, and about life. He couldn’t tell him about 
our streets, because Adam could not have understood. But 
patiently He told him that now he was under the death 
sentence, but that one day the Son of God Himself would 
take his place. But in the meantime, he was to bring a 
lamb—an innocent lamb—and take its life. All this to help 
him understand how the innocent Son of God must 
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die to satisfy the claims of the law that he—Adam—had 
broken. 

A few years ago I climbed to the top of Sinai. Sinai- 
rugged, majestic, towering above the mighty plain. Wind¬ 
swept mountain crags that once felt the steps of Moses and 
saw the face of God. 

There, standing on the windwashed heights of its 
rugged peak, I looked out, as did Moses thirty-five hun¬ 
dred years ago, across the vast plain. Stretching out before 
me was the scene of God’s desert passion play, where a 
miniature drama of God’s plan to save man was enacted 
daily. There on that plain had stood the tabernacle that 
God had instructed the people to build. There had been 
the altar—the burning sacrifice—the lamb. 

Why the lamb? Why death? Why this preview of 
Calvary before it happened? Because man must under¬ 
stand the price of forgetting. 

Standing atop Sinai, I remembered how Moses had 
climbed the slopes of the smoking, thundering mountain 
to meet his God. I remembered how God had placed in 
the arms of Moses the record, written in stone with His 
own finger, of His ten eternal principles of right, His stan¬ 
dard for mankind. This was the law that our generation 
would so carelessly cast aside. And this was the law that, if 
its authority were respected, would be a giant dam to hold 
back the flood of crime and violence and lawlessness that 
threatens to engulf us. 

Please don’t misunderstand me. Don’t misunderstand 
Sinai. The law of God, however holy, however just, how¬ 
ever perfect, cannot save. Christ alone can save—would 
save—at Calvary. 

But Calvary had not yet come. And a loving God could 
not give His law without a demonstration of forgiveness. 
Therefore the lamb, you see. Every time a repentant sinner 
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lifted the knife to take the life of an innocent lamb, he 
graphically demonstrated the meaning of Calvary. And he 
did it at the foot of Sinai. 

Do you see how the two fit together? There was the 
law on Sinai. But there was the cross in the valley. 

We come down through the centuries to a hill just out¬ 
side the city of Jerusalem. Golgotha, the place of the skull. 
We call it Calvary. 

But first the night before. Jerusalem was in an uproar. 
The Antonia fortress was the scene. The courtyard was the 
place. Roman soldiers had carved their games of sport into 
the stones of the Lithostrotos—which have only been dis¬ 
covered in the past forty years. 

I stood reverently on those stones and felt unworthy of 
the privilege that was mine. For I stood on the very pave¬ 
ment where Christ had stood, beneath the arch that once 
rang with Pilate’s words, “Behold the Man!” 

I tried to relive those hours. It was here that the Son of 
the living God bore the indignity of a common criminal. 
We dare not call it a trial. It was here that men sentenced 
their Creator to death. It was the most serious crime ever 
chargeable to the human race. 

But it was more than the pain of human suffering, more 
than the cruel taunts of little men, that made that last 
night before the crucifixion what it was. The crushing 
weight of the sins of the world—your sins and my sins— 
rested on those shoulders. 

Out there in the garden, beneath the olive trees, He 
had prayed in the cold, damp night, “Father, if it be pos¬ 
sible, let this cup pass from Me: nevertheless not as I will, 
but as Thou wilt.” The awful moment had come. All 
heaven looked on in amazement as the forces of evil pressed 
in desperately upon Him. Would He surrender the strug¬ 
gle? A lost race hung in the balance during those moments. 
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“The wages of sin is death." God had decreed it. Must all 
humanity perish? 

No! The Son of God walked out of that garden and 
permitted wicked men to nail Him to a cross! He dipped 
His pen in crimson ink and wrote “Pardon" across your 
record and mine! 

Calvary is a demonstration of forgiveness that the lim¬ 
ited spiritual insight of a Bernard Shaw could not under¬ 
stand. “Forgiveness," he said, “is a coward’s refuge. We 
must pay our debts." But what he could not see, and thou¬ 
sands like him, is that God did not deal lightly with sin 
when He chose to forgive it. He bore it Himself! 

Weakness? No! The strongest thing that man has ever 
witnessed is God paying the price for a broken law. Away, 
then, with the sentimentalism that would abolish God’s 
law 7 ! The pillars of justice in any society would crumble 
without law and order. The thoughtlessness of any Chris¬ 
tianity that would nail the Ten Commandments to the 
cross—and I say it carefully, I say it kindly—makes mockery 
out of the death of Jesus! 

A strong indictment, you say? Yes. But never forget 
it. Jesus would not have needed to die could the law have 
been set aside! In that indisputable fact is the vindication 
of the law—and the strength of the cross. I say again, If 
that law could have been set aside, if the commandments 
could have been abolished, then Calvary was unnecessary 
and only a meaningless drama! 

Back to our streets. Do you begin to see what I mean 
when I suggest that more than hypocrisy is misleading the 
new generation? Could our misunderstanding of what hap¬ 
pened at Calvary, however sincere that misunderstanding, 
ie at the very root of the trouble? 

Law keeping, you see, is the natural antidote for law 
breaking. But here is the problem. Certain obligations of 
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the divine code, are not palatable to modern man—particu¬ 
larly, as we shall see, a day that God says to remember. 
Therefore, in an effort to bypass that one obligation, some 
have been willing to undermine the authority of the entire 
code by suggesting that the law of God has been abolished, 
done away with, set aside, nailed to the cross, changed or 
superseded at Calvary. Undermining the authority of 
God’s eternal law —and charging it to Calvary! 

Innocent and well-meaning? Sincere? It may be. They 
never intended it to turn out this way. But it has. 

And what could we expect? Can we tell a man that a 
law is abolished and then be surprised if he breaks it? Can 
we question the authority of the constitution God gave to 
this planet and then expect sons and daughters to respect 
it? Can we tell a teen-ager that this generation is not 
answerable to divine law and then blame him when he goes 
out into the streets and cries, “Burn it down”? 

Think it through. Are we sowing rebellion in the name 
of the cross of Calvary? And then weeping when the crop 
comes up? It could happen! 

It is difficult to understand how anyone could reason 
that the death of Jesus could destroy or set aside or weaken 
in any way the law that He honored above His own life. 
No. His death, rather than delivering us from law, forever 
seals its authority. It is its mightiest argument. 

Why is Calvary so misunderstood? Why is grace used 
to wound the heart of the One who so freely offers it? 

Forgiveness—pardon—conversion—grace. Do these can¬ 
cel the very law that made them necessary? When God 
forgives me for breaking the law, does that do away with 
the law I have broken? If I am forgiven, may I then pick 
your pocket? If I am pardoned, am I at liberty to lie, steal, 
or kill? If I am converted, will I try to undermine the 
authority of God’s eternal code? No. Pardon only deep- 
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ens my obligation. And conversion, if it is genuine, is the 
spring of loving obedience. 

It is true that we “are not under the law, but under 
grace.” We read it in Romans 6:14. But that is the last 
part of a sentence that begins with these words: “For sin 
shall not have dominion over you.” And have you noticed 
the verse that follows? “What then? shall we sin, because 
we are not under the law, but under grace? God forbid.” 

Evidently grace is not a license to sin, but the power to 
stop sinning. “Sin shall not have dominion over you.” 
What a promise for the man chained by habit! 

But how often the heart of Christ has been wounded by 
our misunderstanding. It was John Wesley who said, “It 
is no other than betraying Him with a kiss, to talk of His 
blood, and take away His crown; to set light by any part of 
His law, under pretense of advancing His gospel.” 

What are we witnessing in the streets? The price of for¬ 
getting. 

What are we witnessing as Adam takes the life of that 
first innocent lamb? The price of forgetting. 

What are we witnessing on the plain at the foot of 
Sinai? The price of forgetting. 

What are we witnessing as Jesus, the Lamb of God, 
breathes out His life on a cross that ought to have been 
yours—and mine? The price, the incredible price, of for¬ 
getting! 

God help us to remember! 




We pass the little shop on Wednesday, Thurs¬ 
day, Friday. But on Saturday we find it— closed! 

The time—nearly two thousand years ago. The place— 
the humble little village of Nazareth. It is midweek as we 
make our way down the narrow cobblestone street, past 
the little shops with their open fronts. We see the work¬ 
men plying their trades as we pass one shop after another. 
There is a leisurely atmosphere about it all. 

And then we come to a shop that is different. The front 
is neatly whitewashed, and the street has been swept. 
We enter and find a kindly, stalwart man plying the car¬ 
penter’s trade, and by his side a young assistant perhaps 
twenty-one years of age. The young man is planing a piece 
of wood, making it true, making it straight. He rests a 
moment and wipes His brow. As He turns, we see that 
He has the bearing of a prince, of a king. For He is none 
other than the Prince of heaven, King Jesus, come to cast 
His lot with the toilers and the poor, to live among men 
and die in their place. 

We hurry on. But we come back again, for we are 
fascinated by the little shop. We come back on Thursday. 
We come back on Friday. We come back on Saturday. 
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But on Saturday the shop is closed. The tools have been 
carefully put away. The shavings have been gathered up 
from the floor. All is quiet. 

We notice that the people are all walking toward a 
conspicuous building in the center of the village. We fol¬ 
low them and find our seats in the rear of a well-filled 
auditorium. We wait a moment. Then imagine our sur¬ 
prise as we see the carpenter’s Son make His way into the 
pulpit, open the scroll, and begin to read. The record says 
of a day some years later: “And He came to Nazareth, 
where He had been brought up: and, as His custom was, 
He went into the synagogue on the Sabbath day, and stood 
up for to read.” Luke 4:16. 

What are we watching? A man dutifully conforming 
to the customs of his day—customs acceptable for his gen¬ 
eration but not for ours? Or are we watching the divine 
Example after whose life every Christian desires to pat¬ 
tern his own? 

Are we watching a young Jewish carpenter thought¬ 
lessly following the traditions of his time? Or are we 
watching a Creator resting on the day He Himself had set 
aside for man? 

Are we watching a legalist overcareful about the detail 
of a religious code? Or are we watching a divine Lawgiver 
spontaneously, naturally living out the principles of His 
own constitution? 

Are we watching a zealot committed to an unpopular 
cause? Or are we watching the incarnate God about to 
become a Sacrifice for all men? 

What is the truth about what He did the day He closed 
His shop? What is the truth about the Sabbath? What is 
the truth about the day Cod says to remember? 

We have read that Jesus, near the beginning of His 
ministry, observed the Sabbath. We have read that it was 
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His custom. But what about the later years? Did He 
change? What did persecution do to His standards? Did 
His example remain clear and consistent? 

Now, it is true that Jesus said little about the Sabbath. 
There was no reason for discussion. The identity of the 
day of rest was never questioned. The only controversy 
arose over the way He kept it. He was continually healing 
the sick during its sacred hours—and shocking the religious 
leaders of His day in the process. They were utterly oblivi¬ 
ous, willingly so, to the fact that He who stood before 
them was He who had made the Sabbath, that He was 
giving them a divine demonstration of how it should be 
kept. 

No wonder He claimed to be “Lord even of the Sab¬ 
bath day.” Matthew 12:8. For, you see, He had made it. 
No wonder He spoke of it, through Isaiah, as “My holy 
day.” Isaiah 58:13. No wonder John the revelator called 
it "the Lord’s day.” Revelation 1:10. It makes all the dif¬ 
ference when we see Him as Creator. 

Sometimes we can best discover the strength of a man’s 
convictions by watching His followers. Shall we, then, 
move down to the close of Christ’s ministry, to that tragic 
passion weekend, and watch His associates as they came 
up to the sunset hour, the beginning of the Sabbath, on 
that dark Friday? What will they do now? They may 
have been careful about the Sabbath in the past. But what 
will they do now—in the hour of the world’s greatest 
emergency? 

Their hopes had been bitterly blasted that day. Their 
thoughts were those of the disciples who two days later 
walked to Emmaus: ”We trusted that it had been He 
which should have redeemed Israel.” Luke 24:21. 

They had trusted. Now He was dead. No words can 
describe the depths of their despondency. And I need not 



A DAY TO REMEMBER 


35 


tell you that despondent people are often careless people. 
If ever they were tempted to let down the bars it would 
be now. 

More than that, it must have seemed a time for ration¬ 
alizing. No matter how careful they were accustomed to 
be about the edges of the Sabbath, it would be easy to 
reason that caring for the body of their Lord would be 
permissible. He Himself had said that “it is lawful to do 
well on the Sabbath days.” Matthew 12:12. 

I say, if there was anything in the example of Jesus 
that would encourage carelessness about the observance of 
the Sabbath, anything that would lead them to rationalize 
around its claims just this once, we shall surely detect it 
now in the attitude of His closest friends. But listen. 

“This man went unto Pilate, and begged the body of 
Jesus. And he took it down, and wrapped it in linen, and 
laid it in a sepulcher that was hewn in stone, wherein 
never man before was laid. And that day was the prepara¬ 
tion, and the Sabbath drew on. And the women also, 
which came with Him from Galilee, followed after, and 
beheld the sepulcher, and how His body was laid. And 
they returned, and prepared spices and ointments; and 
rested the Sabbath day according to the commandment. 
Now upon the first day of the week, very early in the 
morning, they came unto the sepulcher, bringing the spices 
which they had prepared, and certain others with them.” 
Luke 23:52 to 24:1. 

No. In the hour of greatest crisis these first vital Chris¬ 
tians laid aside their work of love and rested “according 
to the commandment.” If Jesus had any reservation about 
the importance of the Sabbath, He had utterly failed to 
communicate it to those who knew Him best. But then, 
now that we know He is the Creator, now that we know 
He made it, are we surprised? 
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At this point you may be saying, “How can we know 
which is the seventh day of Bible times?” 

I once asked that question of an audience. And I must 
have stopped to catch my breath or something. I had just 
asked, “How can we know that the Saturday of today is the 
seventh day of Christ’s time?” And just as I paused, some¬ 
one in the heart of the audience exclaimed so that all could 
hear, “That’s what I want to know!” 

You may be surprised to notice that the verses we have 
just read answer that question. There was no confusion 
in Christ’s time about which day was the Sabbath of the 
fourth commandment. Luke says clearly that it came in 
between the day Jesus was crucified and the day He was 
resurrected. 

There is nothing better established in religious circles 
than that Jesus was crucified on the day we now call Fri¬ 
day, and that He was resurrected on the day we now call 
Sunday. And of course, Saturday is the day between. It 
is as simple as that! 

What about lost time? Any astronomer will tell you 
that no time has been lost between Christ’s time and ours, 
that no calendar change has disrupted the continuity of the 
week. Saturday is still the seventh day. There need be no 
confusion. 

Now modern man, Christian or not, is pretty well con¬ 
vinced that he needs one day of rest in seven. The clatter 
and clash of our struggle to exist must have an interrup¬ 
tion. We must periodically come to a halt—or break. One 
or the other. From a purely physical standpoint the Sab¬ 
bath is a necessity. Six days we wrestle with the world 
and wring out of it an existence. Six days is all we can 
take. Some scientists have concluded that resting every 
seventh day is a natural interruption that meets a need 
instilled in the body. 
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Yes. God made man. And then He made the Sabbath 
—for man. “The Sabbath was made for man, and not 
man for the Sabbath.” Mark 2:27. 

Is it not passing strange that some are willing to con¬ 
sign such a blessing to the Jews—as if they alone among 
mankind were eligible for, or in need of, its benefits? “The 
Sabbath was made for man.” 

I was interested to learn that during the French Revo¬ 
lution, lawmakers in Paris discarded the seven-day week 
and instituted instead a ten-day cycle. But their arrange¬ 
ment did not fit the needs of man or beast. It seemed even 
the horses in the streets broke down under this new regime. 
Neither could the people stand it. One writer was so 
impressed that he concluded Moses was inspired by some 
supernatural revelation to adopt the week of seven days. 
“In fact,” he wrote, “it would be as easy to believe 
that Moses came upon this great principle of six days of 
labor and one of rest by chance as it would to believe that 
the Iliad was written by a hog scribbling with his snout.” 

Evidently man needs one day of rest in seven. But does 
it have to be a particular day? 

Shall we answer that question by going back to the 
early splendor of our world, to the day Christ made the 
Sabbath: 

“Thus the heavens and the earth were finished, and all 
the host of them. And on the seventh day God ended His 
work which He had made; and He rested on the seventh 
day from all His work which He had made. And God 
blessed the seventh day, and sanctified it: because that in 
it He had rested from all His work which God created and 
made.” Genesis 2:1-3. 

God has given us a day to remember. It is to remind 
us of the day the stars sang, the day the foundations of 
the world were laid, the day man emerged a masterpiece 
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from his Creators hand, the day it was all finished—a 
perfect creation. 

Six days were involved in all this. But the seventh day 
God rested. The seventh day God blessed. The seventh 
day God set apart for a holy use. 

Tell me. Can any other day be so satisfactory a memo¬ 
rial as the day on which God Himself rested? Can we get 
a blessing out of a day God never blessed? Can we keep 
holy a day that was never made holy? 

God has placed His presence in the Sabbath in a special 
way. He asks me to meet Him on Friday evening as the 
sun is setting and spend twenty-four meaningful hours 
with Him. Read Leviticus 23:32 and Mark 1:32. Friday 
evening at sunset. But I am too busy. It is more con¬ 
venient to meet Him on Monday. Tell me. Will I find 
Him there? 

Now, I would not for a moment suggest that God is 
not available to His children at any time, at any hour. I 
merely say that we shall never get a Sabbath blessing out 
of a day that was never made the Sabbath. 

We move down through the centuries to Sinai. We 
find on those time-worn tables of stone familiar words: 

“Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy. Six days 
shalt thou labor, and do all thy work: but the seventh day 
is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God: in it thou shalt not 
do any work, thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy man- 
servant, nor thy maidservant, nor thy cattle, nor thy 
stranger that is within thy gates: for in six days the Lord 
made heaven and earth, the sea, and all that in them is, 
and rested the seventh day: wherefore the Lord blessed 
the Sabbath day, and hallowed it.” Exodus 20:8-11. 

Here again God is very specific. “The seventh day is 
the Sabbath.” Why? “For in six days the Lord made 
heaven and earth.” 
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Did you notice how similar are the words of Genesis 
and the words of the commandment? The Sabbath and 
creation are inseparably tied—the one a reminder of the 
other. 

Have you ever heard anyone say that the Sabbath is 
controversial? It is, friend. It is. Because this generation 
would rather believe in the chance and chaos of billions 
of years than in the six days of creation presided over by a 
loving God. Tbe Lord has a controversy with those who 
dispute His creatorship. And that's why the Sabbath 
becomes so important. 

If you have read tbe Bible from cover to cover, you may 
have noticed that when God wishes to prove that He is 
God, He refers to the fact that He is the Creator. His 
creatorship is His right to be God. No wonder the Sab¬ 
bath is important. It reminds us of the Creator. And the 
fact that He is the Creator proves that He is the true God. 

As we pause at Sinai, our eyes fixed upon those tables 
incribed by the finger of God, will one day in seven dor* 

May I tell you a personal story. My father, when he 
passed away, had been a minister for nearly forty years. 
Before entering the ministry he had been in business in 
the city of Denver. He was a fine Christian, a Methodist 
leader of lay groups. 

One day out on the shipping platform, one of the work¬ 
men had some minor accident—perhaps hit his finger— 
and began to swear. My father felt some responsibility, 
and he walked over, put his arm around him, and said, 
“You know, we ought to be a little more careful. After 
all, that's one of God’s commandments." The man 
answered, “Oh, yes. Thanks for checking me up. We 
Christians do get careless sometimes. I surely appreciate 
your saying what you did." 

My father started back through the passageway to his 
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office, patting himself on the back that he had helped 
somebody keep one of the commandments. But all at once 
a voice spoke to him, ‘But, Vandeman, you’re breaking the 
fourth!” And it broke his heart. 

You see, this truth about the Sabbath had come to my 
father’s attention. For some months he had been battling 
with conflicting loyalties, trying to make up his mind. He 
knew what the Word of God said. But there were church 
ties, his friends, his work. And now he had tried to help 
somebody else keep the commandments, when he himself 
was breaking one of them. 

He hurried back to his office and dropped to his knees 
and confessed his sin before God. Shortly thereafter he 
sold his business and went off to renew his training along 
ministerial lines, to become a power in the pulpit for 
many years. 

And now we come to Calvary. We see those devoted 
friends of Jesus, in the very shadow of the world’s great 
crisis, resting according to the commandment. We see the 
world’s Redeemer resting in the tomb through the sacred 
hours. He who once rested from the finished work of 
creation now rests from the finished work of redemp¬ 
tion. 

Will one day in seven do? As we stand so near the 
cross, its true meaning dawning more and more upon our 
minds, how can we even ask? We get the feeling that to 
tamper with the Sabbath would be to tamper with crea¬ 
tion, with Sinai, with Calvary itself. How can we see His 
followers refusing to desecrate the sacred hours even with 
their labor of love, how can we see Him dying on the cross 
because the law could not be compromised even to save 
His own life—how can we stand in the blazing light of 
Calvary and say it doesn’t matter? 

Seated in the dining car on a train during World War 
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II, I noticed on the back of the menu an engraving of the 
Stars and Stripes in full color. As a loyal American, I 
honor the Stars and Stripes. So you can imagine my sur¬ 
prise and my perplexity as beneath the flag I read these 
words: “Just a 'piece of cloth. That’s all it is; just a piece 
of cloth. You can count the threads in it, and it’s no differ¬ 
ent from any other piece of cloth.” 

My patriotism would have rebelled if I had not read 
on: ‘ But then a little breeze comes along, and it stirs and 
comes to life and flutters and snaps in the wind—all red 
and white and blue—and then you realize that no other 
piece of cloth could be just like it. Yes, that flag is just 
a piece of cloth until we breathe life into it. Until we 
make it stand for everything we believe in and refuse to 
live without.” 

I might take an ordinary piece of red cloth. You could 
count the threads in it, and find it no different from any 
other piece of red cloth. But if I take that piece of red 
cloth and a piece of white cloth and a piece of blue cloth 
and sew r them together into the Tricolor of France, French¬ 
men would die for it. If I sew them together into the 
Union Jack, Britishers would die for it. Or if I sew those 
same pieces together into the Stars and Stripes, Americans 
w r ould die for it—would not live without it! 

Just so, God took an ordinary day. You could count 
the hours in it. In that respect it was no different from 
any other day. But then He made a Sabbath out of it. He 
breathed life into it. He made it stand for everything 
precious and vital, an emblem of all He wants Christians 
to live for and refuse to live without. 

You see now why it is important. If anyone ever tells 
you that it does not matter, you will understand that it 
does. Calvary is God’s divine testimony to man that those 
vital words—for they are a part of His eternal law—matter 
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to Him. If they matter to you, you are bringing joy to 
the heart of the Creator. 

Friend, the deeper you study into this thing, the more 
thoroughly you investigate, the greater will be your con¬ 
viction that something is wrong somewhere, that in some 
very vital issues we have been just slipping along, follow¬ 
ing the crowd, never thinking to question. 

Yet the example of Jesus is unchanged. There stands 
the little carpenter shop—closed on Saturday. We shall 
never find it any other way. It is still the same in the 
shadow of the cross. A day to remember. Shall we find 
it any different since the day He died? 




Suddenly a nation stood still! It was 2:38 
p.m., Eastern Standard Time. And it was black Friday. 
An hour earlier the first bulletins had interrupted the 
trivial dilemmas of soap-opera characters. Since that 
moment, news commentators had been moving through 
the wire releases as gingerly as a buck private through a 
mined field—afraid of what they would find. And now 
had come the unqualified word, stripped of all rumor. 
The President was dead! 

Newscasters tried to control their emotions. People 
wept openly in the streets as word was passed from mouth 
to mouth. Shoppers lost heart for their shopping and went 
home. The stock market slumped and then closed. The 
eyes of a nation were fastened on the television screen. 
And for three and a half days they were to see not one 
commercial. 

We were stunned. We were bewildered. The deadly 
aim of an assassin’s mail-order rifle had threatened the 
security of our land. 

But then we rallied. To be sure, the law of the land 
had been seriously broken. The peaceful routine to which 
we were accustomed had been shattered. But our Consti- 
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tution, the basic criterion of right and order, remained 
unchanged. The law had been flagrantly disregarded. But 
the death of the chief executive had not changed it, or 
weakened it in the slightest. The three shots fired from 
that upper room in Dallas only tightened our determina¬ 
tion that in the future it would be more carefully enforced. 

However inadequate the parallel, there was another 
black Friday. And the heart of the universe stood still! 

No. Men and women were not glued to their television 
sets. Few of them that day knew or cared what was hap¬ 
pening. But heaven knew. Unfallen worlds knew. Sinless 
beings watched in stunned silence as they saw their loved 
Commander dead at the hands of an enemy who had 
challenged His government. 

What they saw that day forever convinced even the 
wavering among them of the true nature of sin. The char¬ 
acter of the enemy was finally unveiled. He had gone so 
far in rebellion as to take the life of the Son of God. 

However jarred, however stunned, however threat¬ 
ened by the enemy’s deathblow, heaven rested secure in 
the fact that its government would stand. The justice of 
its constitution had been eternally vindicated by the death 
of Jesus. Its law remained undisturbed—except that loyalty 
to the One who died that day would now make disobe¬ 
dience unthinkable. 

Yes, the Son of God was dead. But He had accom¬ 
plished all that He set out to do. He had made salvation 
possible for fallen man. But He had done something more. 
He had vindicated His government. He had, by His own 
death, shown the unchangeable character of the divine 
code. He had made the universe secure for all eternity. 
Never again could His law—or His love—be challenged. 

The Son of God was dead. But He would rise again! 

Immediately after the death of John F . Kennedy 
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uncounted memorials sprang up across the land. Jacque¬ 
line Kennedy had lighted the eternal flame. Highways, 
stadiums, and airports were named after him. Cape Canav¬ 
eral became Cape Kennedy. Lyndon Johnson felt that the 
most fitting memorial would be to carry out the program 
interrupted by the Dallas bullet. And so he said, “Let us 
continue!” 

It is onlv natural to look for a memorial of the death, 
and especially the resurrection, of Christ. We think imme¬ 
diately of the Lord’s Supper, which is to “show the Lord’s 
death till He come.” 1 Corinthians 11:26. 

But as we look farther, we discover a memorial tied 
specifically to the resurrection: 

“Know ye not, that so many of us as were baptized into 
Jesus Christ were baptized into His death? Therefore we 
are buried with Him by baptism into death: that like as 
Christ was raised up from the dead by the glory of the 
Father, even so we also should walk in newness of life. 
For if we have been planted together in the likeness of 
His death, we shall be also in the likeness of His resurrec¬ 
tion.” Romans 6:3-5. 

Could any memorial be more fitting, more meaningful, 
than baptism? Chosen by God Himself, it is perfect in 
every detail, incomparable in its parallels. It is difficult to 
see why mortal man should attempt to improve upon it. 

Yet he has. A large segment of the Christian world, 
asked why it worships on Sunday instead of on the Bible 
Sabbath, replies that it does so in honor of the resurrection. 

Now, memorials are commendable. There are a wealth 
of John F. Kennedy reminders. And their number is 
growing. 

The eagerness of Christians to commemorate the resur¬ 
rection would seem praiseworthy, too, even though it 
means adding to the one specifically chosen by God. He 
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is honored by our love and our devotion to the fact of the 
empty tomb. 

But in this case there is something wrong. It is this. 
The observance of Sunday, sincere though it may be, 
specifically violates, at least indirectly, one of God’s ten 
commands. For those who observe Sunday are not observ¬ 
ing the day God has commanded. Can we expect that God 
is pleased by a memorial that is tainted with lawbreaking, 
a loyalty that savors of disloyalty, an offering born of dis¬ 
obedience? Hardly! 

It was the prophet Samuel who said, “To obey is bet¬ 
ter than sacrifice, and to hearken than the fat of rams.” 
1 Samuel 15:22. 

Now at this point you may be saying, “I am thoroughly 
confused. I don’t know quite what I have read or where. 
But I have always assumed that there is New Testament 
authority for Sunday worship. Have I been dreaming?” 

No, you haven’t been dreaming. You have simply 
assumed what millions before you have assumed. But will 
the assumption stand up under the strong light of investi¬ 
gation? That is the question. 

Our confusion should drive us to the Scriptures. The 
truth is that the New Testament mentions the first day 
of the week only eight times. Five of those texts simply 
refer to the fact of the resurrection on the first day of the 
week, which no one questions. They are Matthew 28:1; 
Mark 16:2, 9; Luke 24:1; John 20:1. Notice in Mark 
16:1, the verse preceding one of these references, that “the 
Sabbath was past” before the first day began. 

John 20:19 has sometimes been referred to as a resur¬ 
rection rally. It is difficult to see how this could be true, 
since the disciples were gathered behind closed doors, for 
fear of the Jews, and were not yet convinced of the resur¬ 
rection. 
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In Acts 20:7 we read of Pauls preaching a farewell 
sermon on the first day of the week, and of the breaking 
of bread. However, the preaching of a sermon, or the 
celebration of the Communion, would not make a day 
holy. Evangelists often preach every night in the week, 
and certainly do not consider every day the Sabbath. And 
as for the Communion, keep in mind that it was originally 
instituted by our Lord Himself on a Thursday night. But 
is Thursday the Sabbath? 

We come to the last reference to the first day of the 
week—1 Corinthians 16:2. Here Paul suggests to Chris¬ 
tians that on the first day of the week, as they look over 
their accounts, they lay aside an offering for the poor so 
that it will be ready when he comes. 

Have we found any Scripture authority for the observ¬ 
ance of Sunday? I think you will agree that we have not. 
In fact, the New Testament is utterly silent about any 
change or suggestion of change in the day of rest. 

And this is significant. For keep in mind that any such 
change would have excited great controversy among the 
early Christians. Consider the amount of space Paul gives 
to the question of circumcision and the relation of Chris¬ 
tians to it. He devotes the entire book of Galatians largely 
to a discussion of the problem. And circumcision was only 
a tenet of the ceremonial law, which ended at the cross. 
If the Sabbath, involving one of God's eternal ten com¬ 
mands, had ever been questioned, if a change had even 
been hinted, we should expect to find many chapters, 
entire books no doubt, concerning the matter. And remem- 
ber that the New Testament was written from nineteen 
to sixty-three years after the resurrection. 

Let me say this. If any change was made, it was cer¬ 
tainly not in the mind or the plan of Jesus. For listen to 
what He says about the intent of His ministry: 
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“Think not that I am come to destroy the law, or the 
prophets: I am not come to destroy, but to fulfill. For 
verily I say unto you, Till heaven and earth pass, one jot 
or one tittle shall in no wise pass from the law, till all be 
fulfilled. Whosoever therefore shall break one of these 
least commandments, and shall teach men so, he shall be 
called the least in the kingdom of heaven: but whosoever 
shall do and teach them, the same shall be called great in 
the kingdom of heaven/' Matthew 5:17-19. 

Now, some have suggested that when Christ fulfilled 
the law He did away with it. Shall we presume to put 
these words into His mouth—“I came not to destroy, but 
to destroy '? Of course not! 

Tell me. When Lee Harvey Oswald broke the law, 
did that do away with it? When millions of other Ameri¬ 
cans ke'pt the law, fulfilled its requirements, did that do 
away with it? No. The law stands regardless. You do not 
cancel the traffic laws by fulfilling them. 

Evidently it was not in Christ’s plan to change any 
part of the law. On the contrary, He died because it 
could not be changed. 

And evidently Jesus intended that the law should still 
stand, that the Sabbath should still be kept, long after 
His death. For notice these words: 

“But pray ye that your flight be not in the winter, 
neither on the Sabbath day.” Matthew 24:20. 

Yes, Jesus expected that Christians down in a.d. 70, 
when Jerusalem was destroyed, would still be keeping the 
Sabbath. We can only conclude that if any change came 
in, it was not in the mind of Christ. 

The silence of the New Testament regarding Sunday 
observance may be surprising. It may be even embarrass¬ 
ing. But it is absolute! 

Instead we learn from Acts 17:2 and 18:4 that Paul's 
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custom was a Sabbath-keeping custom—long after the 
cross. And then we move down to the book of Revelation. 
Listen to John’s description of the people of God just 
before the coming of Christ: 

“Here is the patience of the saints: here are they that 
keep the commandments of God, and the faith of Jesus.” 
Revelation 14:12. 

Here in these last days are a people keeping the com¬ 
mandments of God—evidently all of them, including the 
Sabbath. 

But carry it one step farther. The Sabbath is to be 
observed even in the earth made new. Listen to this: 

“For as the new heavens and the new earth, which I 
will make, shall remain before Me, saith the Lord, so shall 
your seed and your name remain. And it shall come to 
pass, that from one new moon to another, and from one 
Sabbath to another, shall all flesh come to worship before 
Me, saith the Lord.” Isaiah 66:22, 23. 

Yes, the Sabbath runs like a golden thread from Gene¬ 
sis to Revelation. But the Book is strangely silent about 
Sunday observance. Could it be that we shall have to look 
outside the Book? And could it be that when we find it, 
we shall discover not divine authority but a tragic record 
of apostasy? 

Through some queer quirk of fate millions were watch¬ 
ing television at the moment of confusion when a news¬ 
man shouted from Dallas, “He’s been shot! He’s been 
shot! Oswald’s been shot!” The assassin never lived to 
face trial or to tell his warped story. 

But Calvary’s assassin is still at large, and furious 
because he must soon face judgment. “Woe to the inhabi- 
ters of the earth and of the sea! for the devil is come 
down unto you, having great wrath, because he knoweth 
that he hath but a short time.” Revelation 12:12. 
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Furious because his time is short. And don't be de¬ 
ceived. Don't be caught off guard. He is telling a warped 
story of what happened that tragic weekend. It is his mas¬ 
ter plot. And I wonder if he may not have conceived it 
in the very shadow of the cross. 

You see, Satan hates the cross. It is the symbol of his 
failure. It is the signal of his doom. It is his sentence of 
death. And the resurrection he hates equally. 

He had determined to confront the Son of God in His 
weakest hour in Gethsemane, to turn Him back if possible 
from His plan to save man. He had tried to crush His soul 
in the darkness of Calvary. He had attempted to hold the 
Son of God a prisoner in Joseph's tomb. But God was 
blind to the Roman seal, to the pebble men called a rock. 
His Son came forth a Conqueror. Mountains piled upon 
mountains could not have held Him there! 

Satan's failure was complete. And it was final. The 
controversy was decided—but not ended. For now he 
launched a warfare that would continue to the end of 
time as his crowning deception. 

He hated the cross. It would wrench millions from his 
control. He could not blot it out. He dared not fight it 
openly. But could he not take it, paint it with his own 
colors, turn his deceptive floodlights upon it, and place it 
before the world in a setting that would serve his own 
evil purpose? 

Tne conflict, you see, had centered about the law of 
God. And the death of Jesus had shown the law to be 
unchangeable. But why not tell men that the cross had 
done away with the divine code, delivered us from its 
obligations? Why not take the cross, which God had used 
to vindicate the law, and make it a weapon against the 
law? Why not war against the crucified Christ under the 
pretense of loyalty? 
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Unthinkable, you say! Fantastic! It couldn’t happen! 

Mav I suggest that you turn back the pages and read 
John W esley s words again. And then decide! 

What did the assassination of John F. Kennedy do to 
the Constitution of the United States? Nothing. 

W hat did the death of a President do to the law of the 
land? Nothing. 

W T hat did the death of Jesus do to the divine law? 
Nothing. 

W T hat did the cross do to the Sabbath? Nothing. 

Nothing except that the incomparable sacrifice of Cal¬ 
vary, its uncompromising cost to the Son of God, the basic, 
underlying loyalties it invites from the human breast, 
make disobedience unthinkable since the day He died! 




I am told that a young Russian czar, many 
years ago, was walking in the royal gardens one day when 
he noticed that out in a nearby field a palace guard was 
standing in all his pomp and ceremony. He asked the 
young man what he was guarding. The soldier did not 
know, except that orders called for a sentry at that spot. 

The young czar, curious, looked up the records. He 
discovered that at one time the great Catherine had 
sponsored acres of rare rose gardens. And on that spot 
a choice and beautiful rosebush had grown. Every week 
she permitted the peasants to come and view the roses. 
But she ordered a sentry to stand guard over that particu¬ 
lar bush. The order was never rescinded. The rose gar¬ 
dens had long since disappeared. But a sentry stood guard 
over a 'patch of weeds! 

Could it be that we are earnestly and sincerely standing 
guard over some things that are not sacred at all? The 
centuries tell their story. 

It is a stabilizing comfort to know that apostasy did not 
succeed during the lifetime of the apostles, so long as their 
personal influence was felt by the church. Therefore we 
shall find no record of it in the Book. But apostasy would 
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not be long in coming. Said Paul, “The mystery of 
iniquity doth already work/’ 2 Thessalonians 2:7. 

The early church stood forth resplendent in the purity 
of her teaching, as long as the apostles were among her 
members. But then came second-generation Christians, a 
little farther removed from the teaching of Christ and the 
apostles, a little more susceptible to the perils of popularity 
and compromise, a little more sensitive to persecution, a 
little more inclined to fraternize with the pagan world. 
And it was not long before apostasy wedged into the 
church—in the form of rites and ceremonies of which 
Paul or Peter never heard. 

Did you know that an ancient prediction places the 
finger of prophecy on a particular direction that apostasy 
would take? Listen: 

“And he shall speak great words against the Most High, 
and shall wear out the saints of the Most High, and think 
to change times and laws: and they shall be given into his 
hand until a time and times and the dividing of time/' 

Daniel 7:25. 

“Think to change times and laws.” Evidently we can 
expect to find a power daring to tamper with the law of 
God. And that tampering would concern time. 

I ask you. What portion of God’s law concerns time? 
Evidently the Sabbath is to be the target of apostasy. 

Shall we, then, let the centuries tell their story. And 
we shall have to turn to history, to early Christian writers. 
For we shall not find it, I say, in the Book. 

It came about through an involved combination of cir¬ 
cumstances. To begin with, it was about a.d. 132-135 that 
a Jewish revolt took place under Bar Cocheba. As a result 
of this revolt, the Jews were discredited in the Roman 
Empire. To avoid the persecution that followed, we find 
Christians increasingly sensitive toward any identification 
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with the Jews. And since Sabbath keeping was a practice 
held in common with the Jews, many tended to minimize 
its obligations. 

But persecution was only one factor. The desire for 
acceptance and popularity was equally responsible for the 
carelessness that was soon to result in outright apostasy. 

The church was quick to see the temporal advantage 
of compromise with paganism. Could they not bring into 
the church some of the popular pagan customs? Would 
not such a merging of customs cause pagans to feel at 
home in the church? Why not bring in the pagan day of 
revelry? Would not the pagans follow their holiday into 
Christianity? 

The first day of the week had been honored by sun 
worshipers for centuries. It was on that day that they 
conducted their most excited demonstrations in honor of 
the sun. Why not bring Sunday into the church—and 
pagans with it? 

So began the gradual erosion of the purity of the church 
—an erosion that spread over several centuries. 

Now, we are necessarily indebted to the writings of the 
early church fathers as we trace the progress of the apos¬ 
tasy. These fathers are often quoted in support of Sunday 
observance. May we just say here that their original writ¬ 
ings make very dull reading. Few bother to go to the 
original sources, but are content to quote them second¬ 
hand. Therefore it is often the case that the fathers did 
not actually say what they are reputed to have said. 

However, we must keep in mind that whatever they 
have said, they have spoken only on their own authority. 
They were not in any sense inspired. What they have 
written simply records the ‘practice of the early church, 
not the authority for that practice. Their writings form a 
part of the record of apostasy. They also indicate that the 
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Sabbath was faithfully observed by many for centuries. 

And this is significant. No ecclesiastical writer of the 
first three centuries attributed the origin of Sunday observ¬ 
ance to Christ or the apostles. Listen to this from Augus¬ 
tus Neander, a leading historian of the Christian era: 

“The festival of Sunday, like all other festivals, was 
always only a human ordinance, and it was far from the 
intentions of the apostles to establish a divine command 
in this respect; far from them, and from the early apos¬ 
tolic Church, to transfer the laws of the Sabbath to Sun¬ 
day. Perhaps, at the end of the second century a false 
application of this kind had begun to take place; for men 
appear by that time to have considered laboring on Sun¬ 
day as a sin .”—The History of the Christian Religion and 
Church, translated by Henry John Rose, page 186. 

It was in the early part of the fourth century that 
Constantine, the Roman emperor, while still a pagan, 
decreed that government offices, courts, the shops of the 
artisans should be closed upon the first day of the week— 
“the venerable day of the sun.” And it was in that same 
century that the Council of Laodicea expressed a prefer¬ 
ence for Sunday by stipulating in Canon 29: 

“Christians shall not Judaize and be idle on Saturday 
[Sabbath], but shall work on that day; but the Lord’s day 
they shall especially honor, and, as being Christians, shall, 
if possible, do no work on that day. If, however, they 
are found Judaizing, they shall be shut out from Christ.” 

You notice that Sunday is here referred to as “the 
Lord’s day.” Some have thought that John’s reference to 
having a vision on “the Lord’s day”—Revelation 1:10—is 
evidence of the beginnings of Sunday observance in his 
time. This conclusion is not justified. Evidendy he is 
referring to the Sabbath. 

The expression “the Lord’s day” was never applied to 
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Sunday by Christians until much later. The first authen¬ 
tic references to Sunday as “the Lord’s day” come toward 
the close of the second century. 

The sad fact is that when the expression “the Lord’s 
day” did come into use among Christians, it came tainted 
with paganism. Listen to this from Agostinho Paiva, a 
Portuguese writer on Mithraism: 

“The first day of each week, Sunday, was consecrated 
to Mithra since times remote, as several authors affirm. 
Because the Sun was god, the Lord par excellence, Sunday 
came to be called the Lord’s day, as later was done by 
Christianity.”—O Mitraisimo , page 3. 

Now this slipping away from truth came about gradu¬ 
ally. It did not happen overnight, or with a single decree. 
Sunday was brought in at first not as a day of worship 
at all, but as a holiday. For several centuries both days 
were observed side by side—Saturday as the Sabbath, Sun¬ 
day as a holiday. But as paganism filtered into the church, 
under the influence of both popularity and persecution, 
Sunday was emphasized more and more, the Sabbath less 
and less. 

Keep in mind that in those early centuries the Scrip¬ 
tures were not available to every man as now. Doctrines 
were carried by word of mouth, until the layman could 
scarcely distinguish between Scripture and tradition. Tra¬ 
dition was more and more accepted as authority. Is it any 
wonder, then, that such a shocking change in Christian 
practice could come about through the centuries and 
become almost universally accepted without being seriously 
challenged? 

There followed the Dark Ages—long centuries when 
truth was kept from the people. Generation after genera¬ 
tion came and went, with few ever knowing the truth as 
taught by the apostles. The Scriptures were available 
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onlv to the wealthy, hidden away in musty libraries, or 
chained to monastery walls. 

Then came Martin Luther and the Reformation. 
Truths long hidden were rediscovered, one by one. Cer¬ 
tain backgrounds were laid, certain lines drawn. 

You see, tradition had been elevated to a position equal 
to and even above that of Scripture. So when Luther said, 
“The Bible and the Bible only is our rule of faith and 
practice,” he threw a bombshell into the thinking of his 
day. 

Perhaps at this point we should define what we mean 
bv tradition. By tradition we mean simply the accumu¬ 
lated decrees, actions, policies, and interpretations of the 
church—its pronouncements touching both theology and 
moral values. 

Then came the Council of Trent. There was no more 
important council in the history of the church. It con¬ 
vened intermittently for eighteen years, beginning in 
March, 1545. The question before it was this: Could the 
tradition of the church be successfully defended against 
the powerful witness of the Reformation, which stood for 
the Bible and the Bible only? It was a question of author- 
ity. 

For years the question was debated. The council tried 
to find a logical argument for condemning the Protestant 
principle of the Bible only as the rule of faith. Many an 
influential voice exalted tradition above Scripture. “Tra¬ 
dition, not Scripture, Lessing says, is the rock on which 
the church of Jesus Christ is built.”—A. Nampon, Catho¬ 
lic Doctrine as Defined by the Council of Trent, page 157. 

Yet a strong segment of the council held tenaciously to 
the view that the church ought to take its stand on the 
Scriptures alone. And the debate continued. It was a 
speech by the Archbishop of Reggio that finally turned 
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the tide, that supplied the needed argument in favor of 
tradition. He held that tradition must he above Scripture 
because the church had changed the Sabbath into Sunday 
on the authority of tradition alone. Here are his words: 

“Such is the condition of the heretics of this age that 
on nothing do they rely more than that, under the pre¬ 
tense of the Word of God, they overthrow the authority 
of the church; as though the church, His body, could be 
opposed to the word of Christ, or the head to the body. 
On the contrary, the authority of the church, then, is illus¬ 
trated most clearly by the Scriptures; for while on the one 
hand she recommends them, declares them to be divine, 
offers them to us to be read, in doubtful matters explains 
them faithfully, and condemns whatever is contrary to 
them; on the other hand, the legal precepts in the Scrip¬ 
tures taught by the Lord have ceased by virtue of the same 
authority. The Sabbath, the most glorious day in the law, 
has been changed into the Lord’s day. . . . These and 
other similar matters have not ceased by virtue of Christ's 
teaching (for He says He has come to fulfill the law, not 
to destroy it), but they have been changed by the author¬ 
ity of the church. Indeed, if she should be removed (since 
there must be heresies), who would set forth truth, and 
confound the obstinacy of heretics?’—Mansi SC, Vol. 33, 
cols. 529, 530. (Italics supplied.) 

The question was finally settled. But do you see how 
it was settled? Do you see the reason for the position of 
the council—the reason that carried the day, that finally 
settled the question for the church as it struggled against 
the blows of Protestantism’s Bible platform? Notice how 
Dr. H. J. Holtzmann, in his book Canon and Tradition, 
page 263, has summarized the speech that turned the tide: 

“Finally at the last opening on the eighteenth of Janu¬ 
ary, 1562, all hesitation was set aside: the Archbishop of 
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Reggio made a speech in which he openly declared that 
tradition stood above Scripture. The authority of the 
Church could therefore not he hound to the authority of 
the Scriptures, because the Church had changed . . . the 
Sahhath into Sunday, not hy the command of Christ, hut 
hr its own authority.” (Italics supplied.) 

What carried the day when all hung in the balance? 
It was the fact that the church had torn from the law of 
God one of its precepts—on the authority of tradition! 

Are we discovering what happened to the Sabbath? 
Evidently. Listen to this from the Augsburg Confession, 
written in 1530: 

“They [the Catholics] allege the change of the Sabbath 
into the Lord’s Day, contrary, as it seemeth, to the Deca¬ 
logue; and they have no example more in their mouths 
than the change of the Sabbath. They will needs have 
the Church’s power to be very great, because it hath dis¬ 
pensed with a precept of the Decalogue.”—Philip Schaff, 
The Creeds of Christendom, Vol. 3, p. 64. 

Friend, in so serious a matter we must build well. I 
want you to have the facts. I want you to read them for 
yourself. Yet how shall I know what to select when the 
historical references describing this change would fill a 
two-ton truck? 

Take this, for instance, from J. H. Robinson, in his 
Introduction to the History of Western Europe, page 30: 
“From simple beginnings the church developed a distinct 
priesthood and an elaborate service. In this way, Chris¬ 
tianity and the higher forms of paganism tended to come 
nearer and nearer to each other as time went on. In one 
sense, it is true, they met like armies in mortal conflict, but 
at the same time they tended to merge into one another 
like streams which had been following converging 
courses.” 
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And no less than Dean Stanley, in his book Lectures 
on the Eastern Church, Lecture 6, page 291, says, “The 
retention of the old Pagan name ‘Dies Solis’ or ‘Sunday’ 
for the weekly Christian festival, is, in great measure, 
owing to the union of pagan and Christian sentiment, 
with which the first day of the week was recommended 
by Constantine to his subjects, pa^an and Christian alike, 
as the ‘venerable day of the sun. ... It was his mode 
of harmonizing the discordant religions of the empire 
under one common institution.” 

Now listen to this frank statement. William Frederick, 
in his Three Prophetic Days, pages 169, 170, says, “At 
this time it was necessary for the church to either adopt 
the Gentiles’ day or else have the Gentiles change their 
day. To change the Gentiles’ day would have been an 
offense and a stumbling block to them. The church could 
naturally reach them better by keeping their day.” 

One shudders to think that such a superficial reason 
as this should be advanced! But that is what happened. 
The terrible truth is that the Sabbath of the Lord Jesus 
Christ was sacrificed to the gods of popularity and com¬ 
promise! 

We turn now to the Catholic Encyclopedia, Volume 4, 
page 153: “The [Roman Catholic] Church, on the other 
hand, after changing the day of rest from the Jewish Sab¬ 
bath, or seventh day of the week, to the first, made the 
Third Commandment refer to Sunday as the day to be 
kept holy as the Lord’s Day.” 

And I read the following statement from the official 
Catholic publication Our Sunday Visitor, in the issue 
dated June 11, 1950—a statement upholding Catholic 
belief in tradition and pointing out the inconsistency of 
Protestant adherence to it: “In all their official books of 
instruction Protestants claim that their religion is based on 
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the Bible and the Bible only, and they reject Tradition as 
even a part of their rule of faith. . . . 

'‘There is no place in the New Testament where it is 
distinctly stated that Christ changed the day of worship 
from Saturday to Sunday. Yet all Protestants, except the 
Seventh-day Adventists, observe the Sunday. . . . Protes¬ 
tants follow Tradition in observing the Sunday.” 

Has the spirit of the Reformation grown so dim that 
great bodies of Protestants must turn to the very tradition 
thev reject to find authority for their day of worship? Yet 
such is the embarrassment of compromise. 

Amos Binney, a Methodist, writing in his Theological 
Compendium, pages 180, 181, says, “It is true there is no 
positive command for infant baptism.” Then he con¬ 
tinues, “Nor is there any for keeping holy the first day 
of the week.” 

We could read many such statements. Cardinal Gib¬ 
bons said it this way: “You may read the Bible from Gene¬ 
sis to Revelation, and you will not find a single line 
authorizing the sanctification of Sunday. The Scriptures 
enforce the religious observance of Saturday, a day which 
we never sanctify.”—The Faith of Our Fathers, 92d ed. 

p. 89. 

Sunday—not in the Bible. Not a command of Christ. 
Only a human institution. True, it came into use early 
in the history of the church. But is it not a tragedy that it 
came branded with the name of the sun god, tainted with 
apostasy, a legacy direct from the bosom of paganism? 
What a pity that the church received it so willingly, so 
unquestioningly, so blindly! 

Have we been caught sleeping? How could such a 
thing have happened? How could such a dramatic fracture 
of truth have gone undetected? Have we been unwittingly 
standing guard over an institution not sacred at all? 
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Evidently. But I think you can see how it could hap¬ 
pen. With nearly twenty centuries intervening since the 
days of the apostles, many of them dark with the suppres¬ 
sion of truth, with tradition gradually wedging itself into 
supremacy in the minds of men—is it any wonder that 
millions today have never thought to question about the 
day of rest? 

It could happen. It has happened. We have been 
standing guard over tradition instead of truth. We are 
stunned as we see our mistake. 

I know that millions have worshiped on Sunday, con¬ 
sidering it a sacred privilege. They have worshiped sin¬ 
cerely, believing it to be the true memorial of our Lord's 
triumph over death. God has accepted their sincere devo¬ 
tion. But now, as the true significance of this matter 
dawns, as they sense the plot and intrigue involved in this 
tampering with divine law, they stop short in serious reflec¬ 
tion. Disobedience is unthinkable, now that truth has 
lighted the conscience. 

Do you see the new significance now in the question 
Jesus asked? “Why do ye also transgress the commandment 
of God by your tradition?" And He said, “In vain they 
do worship Me, teaching for doctrines the commandments 
of men." Matthew 15:3, 9. 

The centuries tell their story. The last chapter finds 
millions standing guard over that which is not sacred at 
all, holding feverishly to that which is not found in the 
Word of God. 

But there is another side to the story. Truth has not 
been unattended through the centuries. There has always 
been a faithful nucleus. Even through the Dark Ages 
there were those who loyally carried the torch of truth. 

Then in the days of the Reformation one truth after 
another was uncovered and polished bright. One Reformer 
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after another contributed to the growing light and gath¬ 
ered followers about him as he marched forward. Unfor¬ 
tunately, there was a tendency for these followers to stop 
wherever their leader stopped in the search for truth. 
Thev did not continue on in the light of investigation. 
And so we have our denominations. Is it not a paradox 
that the very struggle to keep truth alive should result in 
the divisions of Christianity that we know today? Yes, 
standing guard over what our forefathers taught, rarely 
thinking to question why. Oh, friend, I determined long 
ago to find a people willing to stand guard over truth 
though the heavens fall! 

Evidently there is such a group. For John describes a 
people in these last days who will “keep the command¬ 
ments of God, and the faith of Jesus.” Revelation 14:12. 

The blaze of the Reformation that began centuries ago 
has not entirely dimmed. Its brightest days are still ahead. 
It will burst into a blaze of glory in these final days of 
earth’s history. I want to have a part in it. “The path of 
the just is as the shining light, that shineth more and 
more unto the perfect day.” Proverbs 4:18. 

Yes, the centuries yield a sad narrative of compromise 
and plot and intrigue. They also tell a story of faithfulness 
unto death. There is no more inspiring chapter in it all 
than the history of the Waldenses. 

There in the Piedmont valleys of northern Italy they 
steadfastly resisted the compromise of truth. They found 
a haven in those valleys below the Alpine heights, and 
literally worshiped God in the caves of the earth. There 
is a great cave over there—you can climb down into it on 
your hands and knees—where two hundred and fifty of 
them gave their lives, singing praise to God with their last 
breath, when they were caught as their enemies built a 
fire at the opening of the cave. 
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From childhood they were taught to be missionaries. 
They copied the Scriptures by hand. Their young men 
went out disguised as merchants, the precious manuscripts 
hidden in their clothing, and spread the truth everywhere. 
Sometimes they paid with their lives. 

But there is a tragic sequel to that story. It has haunted 
me ever since I first heard of it. 

It was not long ago that a friend of mine took a group 
of young people into one of those Piedmont valleys. One 
evening they were singing around their campfire, telling 
mission stories. And some of the Waldensian people 
drifted in and stood listening there in the darkness. Their 
hearts were touched as they heard young people singing 
about the second coming of Jesus and preparing to be 
missionaries as for centuries they had been. 

When the songs and the stories were over, a Walden¬ 
sian elder stepped into the light of the campfire and said 
to my friend, “You must carry on!” And he continued, 
“We, the Waldensian people, have a great heritage behind 
us. We are proud of the history of our people as they 
have fought to preserve the light of truth high upon these 
mountainsides and up and down these valleys. . . . This 
is our great heritage of the past, but we really do not have 
any future. We have given up the teachings in which we 
once believed.” 

He pointed to a nearby mountain and spoke of the 
Waldensian chapels. And he went on, “During the last 
years in these valleys so filled with sacred history, we have 
no longer the vision we once had. We have tried vainly 
to hold our young people in the church. Beside these 
chapels where it is written, The light shineth in dark¬ 
ness,’ we have built dance halls, thinking that in this way 
we might be able to hold our young people. But now they 
seem to have no more interest in, or love for, the church. 
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Their interest now is down in the bright lights of the big 
cities. No longer do they want to remain here. What a 
miracle it is that your church still has young people who 
are interested in coming up here to our valley to study 
the historv we love so much. But that is all in the past 
now. The sad thing is that we are not moving forward 
with courage for the future. You must carry on !" 

Yes, the words haunt me. They are a sad postscript. 
Standing guard over truth for centuries—and then losing 
out. It makes solemn thinking to realize that the children 
of those whom corruption and persecution and martyrdom 
itself could not bring to surrender should at last succumb 
to a life of ease until they could build dance halls beside 
their chapels and lose their vision, their children, and their 
hope. It is a sober thought that after centuries of unswerv¬ 
ing devotion one of their own number should have to say 
of their own sacred history, “But that is all in the past 
now. The sad thing is that we are not moving forward 
with courage for the future. You must carry on!" 

Such is the haunting appeal of the Waldenses. Some¬ 
one must carry on. Someone must pick up the torch of 
truth laid down by a long-faithful people—and stand 
guard till He comes! 




It was July of 1776. The Continental Con¬ 
gress had met at Philadelphia to ponder a mighty issue- 
independence. A long, lanky Virginian—Thomas Jeffer¬ 
son hy name—had been appointed, with others, to write 
the declaration—words that even today fire the patriotism 
of free men everywhere. 

The carriages with their trim footmen had delivered 
many notables for that historic gathering. John Hancock 
was there, and at the crucial moment led off with his sig¬ 
nature, writing it so boldly that George III might be able to 
read it without “putting on his specs.” 

Among the many legends of that day is one that tells 
of an old bell ringer who had been assigned to start ring¬ 
ing as soon as the word was out. Pessimistic, he waited 
with one hand on the rope in the old belfry and muttered, 
“They’ll never sign it! They’ll never sign it!” 

But sign it they did! The story has it that a little boy 
was stationed outside the massive colonial door. Watching 
through the huge keyhole, he saw the movement of chairs 
and heard the snuffle of excited feet. Running to the bell 
tower, he shouted, ‘Ring, Grandpa, ring for liberty!” 

That day made history for the cause of freedom. Visit 
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the old landmark if ever you have the opportunity. Close 
the doors behind you and relive those memorable scenes. 

Then there was Valley Forge. As a lad, I played over 
its hills. Those were precious moments—especially as I 
look back now and realize the significance of the rude 
cabins, the trenches, and the forts. Valley Forge recalls a 
winter filled with the terror of defeat. Soldiers were dying; 
frozen limbs were amputated in those crude cabin hospi¬ 
tals. But that winter ended in victory. 

Victory! Not merely another battle won. This was 
victory for mans conscience! 

For centuries the tyrannical hands of despotic systems 
had raged in the Old World. We call those days the Dark 
Ages. A strange colossus—a combination of power both 
civil and religious—had forged its chains about the minds 
and souls of men. 

The experience of those centuries has taught us that 
whenever religion reaches out for the arm of the state to 
enforce its dogmas, the rights of man are buried in the 
dust. The record is open for all to read. 

But oppressed peoples will not always remain oppressed. 
Persecution spread over Europe to the British Isles. Finally 
a band of heroic men and women fled to Holland, seeking 
a place where they could worship God. And then one day 
they knelt with their pastor on the shore of an obscure 
Dutch port, and set out, a hundred-odd, first to South¬ 
ampton, then to Plymouth, England, and finally to brave 
the Atlantic in the Mayflower. Pilgrims, we call them. 

Three centuries and more have passed since those first 
Pilgrims crossed the Atlantic in a cramped, crowded, 
cranky ship to write liberty across the skies for all the 
world to read. 

But has human freedom ever been in greater peril than 
today? Freedom, in spite of its proud heritage, can easily 
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be sacrificed upon a careless modem altar. For even as 
you sit in the comfort and apparent security of your mod¬ 
em home, the enemies of freedom are devising handcuffs 
for the mind! 

May I speak frankly? God, who gave you life, gave 
you liberty. Your soul is free. No ruler can grant you 
religious freedom. You have it. That privilege to choose 
is a gift from your Creator. Rulers can only recognize it. 

In fact, the right to think, to think for oneself, is a 
function of human beings no more to be permitted or 
denied than the right to breathe. Yet history’s most savage 
tyranny—coercion, imprisonment, torture—has resulted 
from the desire of the majority to impose their opinions 
upon the minds of others. 

Unfortunately, many who sought a haven of political 
and religious freedom on the rockbound coast of New 
England did not extend the same right to others—at least 
not at first. Those early days were marked with much of 
the intolerance from which the Pilgrims had fled. 

It was James Madison who as a lad heard a fearless 
Baptist minister preaching from the window of a prison 
cell, down in old Virginia. From that day there was 
implanted in him a burning desire to protect for his nation 
freedom of conscience, if ever his should be the oppor¬ 
tunity. Tirelessly he worked, along with others who had 
the same determination, until the first Amendment was 
placed to the Federal Constitution. It reads simply and 
majestically: 

“Congress shall make no law respecting an establish¬ 
ment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; 
or abridging the freedom of speech or of the press; or the 
right of the people peaceably to assemble and to petition 
the Government for a redress of grievances.” 

Freedom of religion, freedom of speech, freedom of the 
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press, freedom of assembly, freedom of petition and pro¬ 
test—these were the guarantees. 

In the matter of religion those Founding Fathers kept 
before them one guiding principle—that conscience never 
belonged to Caesar. Conscience belongs to God. No one 
ever put it more clearly than Jesus Himself, in Matthew 
22:21: "Render therefore unto Caesar the things which 
are Caesars; and unto God the things that are God’s/’ 

That is what Jesus said. But men have not always done 
it. Too many Caesars have attempted to force the con¬ 
science. Too many groups, large and powerful, have 
attempted to suppress what they felt was wrong thinking. 
And too many self-appointed guardians of correct opinion 
have believed that they could prevent free thinking by 
persecution. 

Now, to be sure, the expression of thought can be pre¬ 
vented by force. Obviously, standing a man up before a 
firing squad will put an end to his thinking! 

But America was not so founded. Free people do 
change their opinions. But free minds are changed not by 
force but by the weight of the evidence presented. Chains 
or bars or flames may alter the outward conduct of a man, 
if he is weak. But they cannot change his convictions. 

Convictions we must have. And a man ought to be 
ready to defend them with honest, open-minded argument 
in word and deed. Do not ever succumb to the lukewarm 
attitude that one position is as good as another. Have your 
convictions. Live for them. Die for them if necessary. 
But never forget that your neighbor’s convictions are as 
sacred as your own. 

I am thoroughly convinced, for example, that the earth 
is round, that the democratic form of government is supe¬ 
rior, that the family is a sacred unit ordained by God, that 
true religion is indispensable, and that Christ is the 



70 


A DAY TO REMEMBER 


Saviour of men. But I have not the slightest desire to 
torture, imprison, or defame the man who differs with me. 

The right to differ, whether a man is right or wrong, is 
a sacred legacy that must be defended at all costs. Unfor¬ 
tunately, sometimes the most intelligent defenders of politi¬ 
cal liberty are the first to be guilty of bigotry, to put chains 
on religious freedom. Listen to this: 

Across the way my neighbor's windows shine, 

His roof tree shields him from the storms that frown; 

He toiled and saved to build it, staunch and brown. 

And though my neighbor’s house is not like mine, 

I would not pull it down! 

With patient care my neighbor, too, had built 
A house of faith, wherein his soul might stay, 

A haven from the winds that sweep life’s way. 

It differed from my own—I feel no guilt— 

I burned it yesterday! 

—Molly Anderson Haley. 

This is the intolerance that has painted crimson the 
pages of history. I urge you, never become a party to 
coercion of the conscience in matters of faith and morals. 
Why? Let me illustrate. 

Suppose that zealous, well-meaning Christians in a free 
land should campaign until they get a law enforcing 
baptism. Now baptism is certainly right. It is Scriptural, 
for our Lord Himself said in Mane 16:16, “He that 
believeth and is baptized shall be saved.” 

Suppose, then, that I manage to get hold of a man 
who is smaller than I. I tell him he is going to be bap¬ 
tized. But he says, “No, I’m not.” I say, “Yes, you are. 
The law says so.” He replies, “I don’t even believe in 
Jesus.” But I say, “Never mind. The law says you must 
be baptized.” 
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You see at once the folly of it all. You see that even 
things right in themselves become wrong if forced upon 
the conscience. 

Another illustration. Suppose I call across the fence 
to mv neighbor and say to him, “The next time I hear you 
swearing, I am going to turn you over to the law.” There 
are laws against swearing, you know, even today. 

But in the early days the penalties were severe. In my 
own state of Maryland, in the year 1723, there was a law 
providing that a man who was caught swearing or speak¬ 
ing blasphemy, cursing God, or denying Christ, would 
“for the first offense be bored through the tongue and 
fined twenty pounds sterling.” For the third offense the 
penalty was “death without the benefit of the clergy.”— 
American State Papers, page 49. 

Nor was it only swearing that was punishable by law 
in those early days. Before the principles of liberty and 
freedom were embraced in the Constitution, there were 
also numerous laws requiring a strict observance of Sun¬ 
day, the first day of the week. In Virginia, for instance, 
in 1610, it was required that all attend divine services on 
Sunday morning. The man who chose to stay at home 
lost his allowance for the entire week following. He was 
whipped on the second offense. And for the third offense 
he was “to suffer death.” American State Papers, pages 
19, 20. 

So you see, our baptism illustration was not so ridicu¬ 
lous after all. These things actually happened. And they 
can happen again! 

I wonder if you realize that you could discover Sunday 
laws on the statute books of nearly every state today. Some 
of them are old and inactive, to be sure. But a surprising 
number of them are new, enacted in recent months and 
years —in spite of the Constitution! In fact, in 1963 two 
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hundred forty Sunday bills were introduced into forty-one 
State legislatures. 

And there are deeper issues involved in these laws than 
appear on the surface. Legislation regarding a day of rest 
may appear harmless, commendable, humanitarian. But 


do you see the danger? 
even in America, even 
hometown? 


Do you see what could happen— 
in a free country, even in your 


Many a man sincerely believes and practices the com¬ 
mand of our Lord to worship on the seventh day, just as 
it is enjoined in the fourth commandment. In many a 
breast the conviction is deepening that loyalty to the cru¬ 
cified Christ demands nothing less than such obedience. 
But the seventh day, of course, is Saturday. Has any 
nation, any state, the right to force the keeping of Sunday 
upon the consciences of men who believe otherwise? 
Would not such legislation place many a Christian of 
deep conviction in a circumstance where he must say with 
the apostle Peter, “We ought to obey God rather than 
men”? Acts 5:29. 

Do you see? The real issue is more than baptism, more 
than refraining from swearing, more than a day of wor¬ 
ship—as important as these are. The real issue is the con¬ 
science. The conscience is at stake! 

We are a generation tired of bigotry. We have read its 
awful story on pages crimson with the blood of martyrs. 
Our nation was founded by those who fled from it. But 
now the mistakes of past centuries have been acknowl¬ 
edged and repudiated. We want to be through with it. 

Even in our own lifetime we have seen too much of it. 
Hate and bigotry have raised their ugly heads in national 
elections. Americans elected a Catholic President for the 
first time—not only because he was a brilliant statesman 
and keen politician, but because they wanted to show the 
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world that America was through with bigotry. And then 
we saw our beloved President cut down in his youth by 
bullets of hate. We wanted no more of it. We deter¬ 
mined to purge our national conscience of bigotry and 
hate, whether of race or creed. 

But are we through with bigotry? At the risk of being 
misunderstood I must share with you the conviction that 
we are about to witness the worst bigotry the world has 
ever known. I base that conviction on the clear and unmis¬ 
takable word of the living God. For uncannily Revelation 
describes the impasse and defines the issues in this con- 
troversv of controversies. Listen! 

“And he causeth all, both small and great, rich and 
poor, free and bond, to receive a mark in their right hand, 
or in their foreheads: and that no man might buy or sell, 
save he that had the mark, or the name of the beast, or 
the number of his name.” Revelation 13:16, 17. 

Evidently we are not through with bigotry. Here in 
these last days—I sincerely believe it will be in our life¬ 
time—a mark is to be imposed, some religious obligation is 
to be made mandatory, under threat of boycott or even 
death. For verse 15 says: “He had power to . . . cause 
that as many as would not worship the image of the beast 
should be killed.” 

Here is no ordinary boycott. Here is not a national 
strike. We are not reading about riots in the streets. These 
things are child’s play compared to the issue before us. 
Evidently the mark, the obligation to be imposed, is some¬ 
thing particularly offensive to God, a direct affront to 
Himself and His government. For notice what He says 
about it in Revelation 14:9, 10: 

“And the third angel followed them, saying with a loud 
voice, If any man worship the beast and his image, and 
receive his mark in his forehead, or in his hand, the same 
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shall drink of the wine of the wrath of God, which is 
poured out without mixture into the cup of His indigna¬ 
tion; and he shall be tormented with fire and brimstone in 
the presence of the holy angels, and in the presence of the 
Lamb.” 

Before us is an issue that concerns every man. For the 
Word of God says, “If any man . . . receive his mark.” 
If any man—even with the threat of boycott held over 
him! If any man —whatever his faith or philosophy of life! 
If any man receives the mark, there is in store for him the 
unmingled wrath of God! 

Evidently God feels very deeply about this. This mat¬ 
ter must carry with it an urgency equal to or surpassing 
anything else we might discuss. For regardless of what 
that mark may be, I think you will agree that we ought to 
discover what it is so that we may avoid it. 

Revelation 13 is a most unusual chapter in this book 
of last things. Reading it, we are struck with the simi¬ 
larity, especially in verse 5, between the power described 
here and the one spoken of in Daniel 7:25—the power 
that would tamper with God s law. 

Is this why the anger of God is aroused to speak the 
most solemn warning to be found in the Book? Does the 
issue touch His law? And dare we suggest it? Could the 
day of rest be involved? 

The Geiger counter ticks loudly as we think of the 
rash of Sunday laws being enacted, and the pressure for 
more. Are we watching the beginnings of what divine 
prediction says will come? Could Sunday be involved? 
How could Sunday be a mark? 

Come back again to the Council of Trent. Read again 
the statement of Dr. Holtzmann: 

“Finally, at the last opening on the eighteenth of Jan¬ 
uary, 1562, all hesitation was set aside: The Archbishop 
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of Reggio made a speech in which he openly declared 
that tradition stood above Scripture. The authority of the 
Church could therefore not he hound to the authority of 
the Scriptures, because the Church had changed . . . the 
Sabbath into Sunday, not by the command of Christ, but 
bx its oien authority.’—Canon and Tradition, page 263. 

W hat carried the day when all hung in the balance? 
The fact that the church had torn from the law of God one 
of its precepts. The fact that the day of worship had been 
changed not by Christ’s command but by the authority of 
the church— it uxis this act that was held up by the church 
as its mark of authority in religious matters! 

1 hat act, friend, is still held up before the world as a 
mark of ecclesiastical power. Listen to this from A Doc¬ 
trinal Catechism, by Stephen Keenan, an approved work. 

“Q. Have you any other way of proving that the 
church has power to institute festivals of precept? 

“A. Had she not such power, she could not have done 
that in which all modern religionists agree with her;—she 
could not have substituted the observance of Sunday the 
first day of the week, for the observance of Saturday the 
seventh day, a change for which there is no Scriptural 
authority ’—Page 174. 

And this from An Abridgment of the Christian Doc¬ 
trine, by Henry Tuberville, D.D., of Douay, France: 

“Q. How prove you that the church hath power to 
command feasts and holy days? 

“A. By the very act of changing the Sabbath into Sun¬ 
day, which Protestants allow of; and therefore they fondly 
contradict themselves, by keeping Sunday strictly, and 
breaking most other feasts commanded by the same 
church.”—Page 58. 

This dispensing with one of the precepts of the Deca¬ 
logue and substituting in its place a day God never com- 
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manded, is claimed as the mark of authority to bind the 
consciences of men. However appalling the revelation, this 
establishment of the first day of the week as a day of wor¬ 
ship in spite of God’s clear word that the seventh day is His 
Sabbath—this, by overwhelming evidence and forthright 
admission, must be the mark so soon to be imposed! 

Do you begin to see what the real issues are in this final 
conflict? This thing is not done in a corner. It holds the 
center of the stage in last-day Bible prediction. And yet 
some thoughtlessly ask, “Does it make any difference?’’ 
God will help us to see that it does. 

God is bringing this issue to the attention of men at a 
time when it is soon to be needed. True, the church may be 
outwardly changing. Its current pronouncements, com- 
mendably, are based upon Scripture rather than tradition. 
But its sweeping retorms have to do with the externals and 
not with doctrine. They do not repair the serious fracture in 
the law of God for which the church through the centuries 
has accepted responsibility. 

Nor is the church todav any more reluctant to seek the 
cooperation of the state. And whenever church and state 
unite to legislate spiritual issues, persecution tollows. 

Yes, it is to this generation tired of bigotry that God 
points the most severe test. And you and I will stand only 
as we discern the true principles involved. For just as the 
Pilgrims unwittingly became persecutors, so men today 
who hate bigotry may themselves become a part of a great 
persecuting flood that will shock men and angels! 

Remember the supermarkets? Certain business houses, 
vou see, had contended that since the First Amendment of 
our Constitution forbids the passing of any law respecting 
religion, the state laws requiring Sunday closing were 
therefore unconstitutional. They took their cases to the 
Supreme Court. I sat in those historic chambers and lis- 
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tened as. to the surprise of many, that highest Court— 
though three justices dissented—ruled that Sunday-closing 
laws were not religious anymore, but somewhere along 
the wav had become only social and welfare legislation. 

And so, with the encouragement of the Supreme Court, 
new Sunday-closing laws are being passed. And old ones 
on the books—some more than a century old—are being 
dug up and clumsily enforced. 

We smile at the strange distinctions between what can 
be sold on Sunday and what cannot be sold. It is all very 
confusing. As we scan the various laws, we find an almost 
unbelievable hodgepodge of bans and exceptions. You can 
buy a hammer but not nails, a bird but not a cage for it. 
You can buy beer for yourself, but not milk for your baby. 
You can purchase an antique, but you dare not acquire a 
uiece of new furniture. I ask you. What does such chaos 
lave to do with health and welfare? 

No, friend. It is more than supermarkets. It is more 
than concern for the hours put in by the laboring man. 
Believe me when I tell you that the entire issue of reli¬ 
gious freedom is seriously involved. What we are viewing 
here is a subtle but deliberate intrusion upon the right of 
free men. But it has slipped in under a smoke screen of 
pretended innocence. It has blinded the eyes of thousands 
who would die for the cause of religious freedom —if they 
knew what was at stake. 

Let me illustrate. Suppose that down the street we 
have a small business operated by a Seventh-day Adventist. 
One of his employees is a dependable young Mohamme¬ 
dan—a naturalized American. Now the law requires that 
the business close its doors on Sunday. The Seventh-day 
Adventist, because he sincerely believes Saturday to be 
the divinely appointed day of rest, must also close on 
Saturday. And his Mohammedan employee, whose day of 
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rest is Friday, must lose three days of work each week—or 
violate his conscience. One or the other! 

Suppose, if you will, that political power in our nation 
were to come into the hands of a few of our Mohamme¬ 
dan friends, who after coming into authority should pass 
a Friday-closing law. Would we accept it without protest 
as simply welfare legislation? Think it through. 

And yet thousands of dedicated, loyal Christians, not 
recognizing the tremendous issues involved, are crusading 
against Sunday shopping with bumper stickers on their 
cars. Little do they dream that they who so hate bigotry 
are being unwittingly drawn into the vortex of the most 
serious bigotry of all. Little do they dream that the time 
will soon come when no man can buy or sell unless he has 
the mark. Little do they dream how short is the trail from 
crusade to persecution. 

The conscience is at stake. And conscience is not the 
domain of the state. There is something in man that is 
more than bone and nerve and cell—something more than 
muscle that tires after a forty-hour week. Conscience is 
something that belongs to the Creator—something with 
which both God and our founding fathers have forbidden 
the state to meddle. 

Man is bom free—free to think, to choose, to act accord¬ 
ing to his convictions, whether right or wrong. He is free 
to die for a good cause—or for a bad one. 

Conscience is the sacred inner sanctum into which God 
Himself will never enter uninvited. It is that sacred inner 
room in which the soul decides. God impresses. God 
guides. God has written. But God does not force. He 
will not go in, nor will He allow anyone else to go in 
except by the choice of the individual. 

Satan would like to force his way in. Sometimes loved 
ones would like to enter—loved ones who do not under- 
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stand. Sometimes the power of the church, and some¬ 
times the power of the state, would like to enter. But 
God Himself guards that door. His flaming sword for¬ 
bids coercion from friend or foe. The soul is free. Christ 
made it free—on Calvary! 

And so He says to the assembled universe, “See that 
man. He is about to make a decision. All the evidence is 
in. He has had full opportunity to know the facts. By 
that decision he may live or die. But he alone must make 
it. Stand back! The soul must be free!” 

And God Himself w f aits in the courtyard. He pauses 
at the threshold. He stands at the door and knocks. 
"Behold, I stand at the door, and knock: if any man hear 
My voice, and open the door, I will come in to him.” 
Revelation 3:20. 

Why doesn’t He go in? Because the conscience must 
be free! 

I think of that winter night when a Roman legion was 
encamped in a little lakeside town in France. Forty spiri¬ 
tual heroes, unwilling to renounce their faith, were sen¬ 
tenced to die out on the frozen lake. Banded together in 
the biting, benumbing cold, they began to sing. The 
stem, proud commander, on watch from his comfortable 
tent, heard the words: 

Forty wrestlers, wrestling for Thee, 

O Christ, 

Claim for Thee the victory 
And ask from Thee the crown. 

Strangely moved by this unusual testimony, that hard¬ 
ened soldier, so used to cursing and frantic pleas for mercy, 
listened intently. These were men of his own company, 
men who had angered the emperor by their faith. These 
were his forty heroes. Must they die? 
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He moved out into the cold, gathered driftwood from 
the shore, and built a huge fire with flames leaping high 
into the night. Perhaps this would lead them to renounce 
their faith and thus save their lives. But no. Again the 
sound of the refrain met his ears, weaker now: 

Forty wrestlers, wrestling for Thee, 

O Christ, 

Claim for Thee the victory 
And ask from Thee the crown. 

Then suddenly the song had changed. 

Thirty-nine wrestlers, wrestling for Thee, 

O Christ- 

And all at once, as the song still floated in across the 
ice, one of the prisoners climbed up the bank and dropped 
by the fire, a huddled mass. The song of the forty was no 
more. One of the heroes had turned coward. 

On the shore, clearly outlined against the fire, stood 
the commander. Strange things were surging in his breast. 
Then suddenly his soldiers saw him take one brief look 
at the pitiful specimen before him and throw off his own 
cloak. Before they could stop him, he raced down the 
bank and across the ice to the freezing prisoners, casting 
back the words, “As I live, I’ll have your place!” 

In a few moments the song, with a fresh note of tri¬ 
umph, was wafted again to the soldiers who had gathered, 
fearful and awestruck, on the silent shore: 

Forty wrestlers, wrestling for Thee, 

O Christ, 

Claim for Thee the victory 
And ask from Thee the crown! 

It is only when the conscience speaks with such author¬ 
ity that such victory can be yours! And who knows how 
soon you will need it! 




Are there still those who dare to he different? 
Or has the subtle, hypnotic beat of the drum made every 
man an unwitting slave to the tyranny of the crowd? 

Like it or not, we are strangely sensitive to the mys¬ 
terious power of conformity. We stand in awe of it— 
fascinated and frightened by its surging, whimsical, 
unshackled control of the minds of men. We fear nothing 
so much as to stand alone, rejected by popular opinion. 

Why this strange urge to conform? We march around 
like robots, lost in the group, terrified at the thought of 
being different. Where is the creative nonconformity that 
made the heroes and the martyrs of the past? Where is the 
excitement of taking a stand? We seem to be hypnotized 
with the childhood game of follow-the-leader. 

Margaret Applegarth has written a delightful book 
called Men As Trees Walking. In it she tells the story, 
true but almost unbelievable, of Jean Henri Fabre and 
his study of the processionary caterpillar. 

It seems that this caterpillar wanders about aimlessly, 
pursued by many followers who move when he moves, 
stop when he stops, and eat when he eats. Pine needles 
are their principal source of food. 
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One day Fabre tried an experiment. He filled a flower¬ 
pot with pine needles, which they love, and then lined up 
the caterpillars in a solid ring around the rim of the pot. 
Sure enough, they began to move slowly around and 
around the rim, each following the one ahead. And yes, 
youVe guessed it. They continued this senseless revolving 
for seven days, never once stopping for food—until one 
by one they began to collapse. 

And the author remarks significantly that the woods 
are full of processionary caterpillars—uncannily like peo¬ 
ple you and I know. 

Following the crowd—even if it takes us round and 
round, arriving nowhere, missing the rewards of life. 
Round and round the flower pots of conformity—until we 
collapse. 

And we don’t know why! 

No. It isn’t always safe to follow the crowd. To have 
followed the public mood in Christ’s day would have been 
to reject Him. Listen to the report of the officers sent out 
to arrest Jesus, but returning without Him. “The officers 
answered, Never man spake like this Man. Then answered 
them the Pharisees, Are ye also deceived? Have any of 
the rulers or of the Pharisees believed on Him?” John 
7:46-48. 

This was the question that influenced many a mind. 
There were many who were deeply moved by the ministry 
of Christ. But if a man spoke seriously of following Him, 
he was confronted with this question: “Have any of the 
rulers . . . believed on Him?” 

Do we hear the echo of those words today? Truth is 
still burning its conviction into the hearts of men. It may 
be startling truth. It may seem strange to modern ears. It 
may concern the day God says to remember. And there 
are those who ask, “Have the great religious leaders of 
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our dav accepted it? Have our most competent minds 
acknowledged its obligations? Has it been received into 
the mainstream of religious thought?” I wonder. Are we 
hearing the modern reverberation of the question asked 
two thousand years ago, “Have any of the rulers . . . 
believed on Him?” 

Yes, there was a time when the crowds would have 
made Jesus King. He had just fed the five thousand. 
They were caught up with the idea of what this Man 
could do for them. Here was a General who could rise 
up against Rome—and feed the revolting armies in the 
process. 

There was the day when Jesus rode triumphantly into 
Jerusalem and the crowd shouted His praises. 

But how quickly the mood changed. Some who had 
shouted to make Him King, some who had strewn palm 
branches in His path, were swept up in the mob that 
Friday morning before Pilate. And those same lips that 
had applauded Him now cried out, “Crucify Him!” And 
they didn’t know why! 

Picture, if you will, a man who has been a part of the 
mob that day. And now it is all over. He makes his way 
homeward, not knowing why he has done what he did. 
This Man has done him no wrong. He cannot rid him¬ 
self of the strange sense of guilt. Perhaps the tender 
warmth of home will help him to forget. 

He steps over the threshold—to find that his only son 
lies seriously ill. The mother has promised the dying lad 
that his. father, the moment he arrives, will carry him to 
the Healer of Nazareth. 

His son—the idol of his heart—lies ill; 

They weep beside his bed. 

One hope is left—the Man of Nazareth will heal. 

They know not He is dead! 
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His sons parched lips—he sees them moving now, 
“Please take me right away.” 

How can he tell him?—cold and guilty words— 

“I crucified Him, son, today!” 

It was not like that with all of them. Some of them, 
like His own disciples, just disappeared. They just weren’t 
around when the crisis came. Conviction was stifled by 
convenience. They were afraid to stand alone. They were 
silent. They didn’t say, “Crucify Him!” But they didn’t 
have the courage to cry out, “Set this Man free! He is 
innocent!” 

Shame on us! For some of us would have done the 
same thing! 

The majority, it seems, has seldom been right. The 
majority, except for eight people, rejected truth in the days 
of Noah and perished in the catastrophe that public 
opinion said could never happen. 

Truth in Elijah’s day was so unpopular that he com¬ 
plained to God that he alone was left. And the seven 
thousand loyal hearts of whom he was reminded were a 
pitifully small minority. 

And it was little different in the days of Martin Luther. 

It took courage for Noah to stand alone against a 
scoffing world. It took courage for Elijah to stand alone 
on Carmel against those who sought his life. It took cour¬ 
age for Martin Luther to stand alone before the council 
that called him to account and demanded that he recant. 
But his words rang clear and strong and fearless into the 
ears of his enemies, “I cannot and I will not retract. . . . 
Here I stand, I can do no other!” 

It will take the same courage today. 

Evidently we cannot expect right and truth to come to 
us christened and blessed by public opinion. For listen to 
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these words of Jesus: “Enter ye in at the strait gate: for 
wide is the gate, and broad is the way, that leadeth to 
destruction, and many there be which go in thereat: 
because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way, which 
leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it.” Matthew 

7:13, 14. 

Right cannot be determined by statistics. Truth can 
never be measured by the number who are willing to 
follow it. A way may be popular. But it may be wrong. 
‘TThere is a way which seemeth right unto a man, but the 
end thereof are the ways of death.” Proverbs 14:12. 

Could it be that our convictions are not as strong as 
our fear of being different? 

Now, it is not surprising that weak men under the per¬ 
suasive influence of torture, whether ancient or modern, 
have pushed principle aside. The thumbscrew and the 
rack, solitary confinement and hard labor—these have had 
horrible success in bringing men into line. 

But how do we account for the tendency to conform 
when nothing vital is at stake—nothing, that is, except the 
unwelcome spotlight that directs its beam on the man who 
differs from majority opinion? Why do we yield to the 
whim of the group in matters no more important than a 
hairstyle or the cut of a suit or some trivial status symbol? 
Have we no higher destiny than to become a reasonable 
facsimile of everybody else? 

No principle involved. And no torture. No hard 
labor. No solitary confinement. Just the pressure of the 
crowd. But here is the point. If we react as we do to the 
simple pressures of everyday life, then how will we do 
when the issues are those of life and death—in the day 
when no man can buy or sell? That is the question. 

The fact is that many a man would experience less fear 
of the firing squad itself than of the ridicule of the crowd. 
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Peter was one of them. He vowed to defend his Master 
with the sword. And he would have done it. He demon¬ 
strated it by wielding his sword in the garden. He missed 
his mark. He cut off a man's ear instead of his head. 

Peter would have fought for his Lord had he been per¬ 
mitted to do so. But he quailed before the subtle ridicule 
of the crowd in the courtyard of Caiaphas—and one maiden 
in particular. Ready to die for his Lord. Prepared for the 
sword—but not for the crowd. Ready to die. Not ready to 
confess Him. But said Jesus: 

“Whosoever therefore shall confess Me before men, 
him will I confess also before My Father which is in 
heaven. But whosoever shall deny Me before men, him 
will I also deny before My Father which is in heaven.” 

Matthew 10:32, 33. 

Yes, it costs something to confess Christ. Unfolding 
truth often comes as a surprise. And truth can be very 
disturbing at times. For suddenly we discover that the 
price is high. 

A pastor had just talked with his audience about the 
day God says to remember. As the last hymn was being 
sung he slipped out the side door. He wanted to make his 
way quickly to the front of the auditorium where he could 
greet the people as they left. 

In his hurry he almost collided with a tall, manly fig¬ 
ure standing thoughtfully in the shadows. He was alone. 
His eyes were moist. The pastor placed a hand on his 
shoulder, wondering if he could help. The man turned 
slowly, looked earnestly into the pastor’s face, and said, 
“All my life I have prayed for truth. But I never thought 
to ask God how much it would cost!” 

Truth will cost you something. But it is worth it—even 
if it means to be different. 

It was Henry Thoreau, that rugged New England 
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individualist of the nineteenth century, who once com¬ 
mented: “If a man does not keep pace with his compan¬ 
ions, perhaps it is because he hears a different drummer. 
Let him step to the music which he hears, however mea¬ 
sured or far away.” 

Desmond Doss is a man who heard a different 
Drummer. A medical corpsman in World War II, he is 
a shy, almost frail-appearing man that you would not sus¬ 
pect of great courage. But he wears the Congressional 
Medal of Honor. 

This is how it happened. It was a Saturday morning 
on Okinawa. Desmond Doss, because it was the Sabbath, 
was off duty. But the Army was about to make another 
attempt to take Hill 167, and no other medical corpsman 
was available. Would he go with them7 

He replied that of course he was willing to save life, 
even on the Sabbath. Quickly he gathered his equipment. 
But then he asked them to wait. ‘We dare not go up 
that hill without prayer,” he said. 

And so the United States Army waited, while Desmond 
Doss prayed aloud. But they were willing to wait. They 
had confidence in this man, and in his prayers. Somehow 
thev felt a little safer. 

They made their way up the steep escarpment, but 
were soon beaten back by the enemy. And when the roll 
was called, Desmond Doss was among the missing. But 
suddenly they were attracted by someone waving from the 
top of the cliff. There he was, beckoning them to help. 

Immediately he was ordered to come down. But orders 
meant nothing to him when lives were at stake. When 
they saw that he meant business, they went to his aid. 
They tossed hand grenades over the cliff to cover him, and 
he began to work. Single-handed, under enemy fire, one 
by one he lowered seventy-five men to safety! 
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Seventy-five men lived—all because of one man who 
heard a different Drummer—who dared to be different! 

Some time ago I flew over the Plain of Dura in old 
Mesopotamia. It was there, you recall, that Nebuchad¬ 
nezzar set up a great image of gold in an attempt to con¬ 
vince himself and others that his kingdom was to last 
forever. And every man was to bow down—under threat 
of fire. 

The music sounded. The crowd bowed down. But 
three men did not. They heard a different Drummer. 
For them the drums were beating, “Thou shalt have no 
other gods before Me.” 

And you know the story. They were cast into a fur¬ 
nace of fire. But the Son of God walked with them in the 
flames, and they emerged without even the smell of smoke. 

If I read the Book right, the experience of the three 
Hebrews parallels events to come in this generation. For 
I read that a time will come when no man can buy or 
sell unless he conforms to popular opinion. I read of a 
decree of death. And once again the issue will be the law 
of the living God. Then it was the first commandment 
at stake. In our generation it will be the fourth. 

When that day comes, when the music sounds, when 
you hear the hypnotic beat of popular drums, when 
majorities press to substitute a man-made sabbath for God s 
own—will you bow down? Or will you listen to the beat 
of a different Drummer, reminding you, “The seventh day 
is the Sabbath”? 

Yes, the bands will play. The crowds will shout, “Bow 
down, bow down, bow down!” And it will take a strong 
man or woman to tear away from the hypnotic tyranny of 
the drums and stand alone! 

Jesus stood alone. All the forces of evil closed in upon 
Him that night in Gethsemane. And sleeping disciples 
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only urged deeper the terrible temptation that was His— 
the temptation to let man die for his own sins. 

He could have walked out of that garden and left man 
to his fate. And who could have blamed Him? But thank 
God, He didn’t! He held firm to the decision made back 
in eternity—the decision to save man at any cost. 

And then the crowd came. The crowd haunted His 
steps through that awful night and the dark day that fol¬ 
lowed. They mocked Him. They put Him on a cross. 
And they taunted Him, <r Why don’t You come down?” 

Friend, what if He had? What if He had yielded to 
the almost overmastering temptation and come down from 
the cross? The rulers mocked, “He saved others; Himself 
He cannot save.” But what they said was true. He could 
not save Himself and save others too. 

And so He died alone . 

From old England comes the account of a little boy 
named Bron who went to church for the first time with 
his governess. 

The minister climbed high into the pulpit and then 
told a piece of terrible news. He told how an innocent 
Man had been nailed to a cross and left to die. 

How terrible, the lad thought! How wrong! Surely the 
people would do something about it. But he looked about 
him and no one seemed concerned. They must be waiting 
for church to be over, he decided. Then surely they would 
do something to right this horrible deed. 

He walked out of the church trembling with emotion, 
waiting to see what the crowd would do. And his gover¬ 
ness said, “Bron, don’t take it to heart—someone will think 
you are queer!” 

Queer—to be upset, disturbed by injustice? Queer—to 
be awake to so tragic a recital? Queer—to care, and want 
desperately to do something about it? 
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Oh, God, make us queer—if that is what it takes! 

I ask you, Do you want to come out from the crowd? 
Do you want to be released from its spell? Do you want 
the courage to stand alone? 

Heaven will give it. The incomparable power of the 
cross of Calvary will be yours as you say with settled con¬ 
viction, “Here I stand. I can do no other!” 
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Dear Friend: 

And now a personal word. It the message of this book 
were a political lecture, if these were ordinary times, you 
might appreciate what you have read and merely remark, 
"Well, that’s interesting. This has added to my store of 
information.” And all would be well. 

However, I sincerely believe that the issues we have 
discussed bring us face to face with the most important deci¬ 
sion a man can make, that of placing himself on God’s side. 
It is not enough to acknowledge truth. One must act 
upon it. It is not enough to applaud the lifeboat. One must 
get into it. 

I have made my decision. I have found a group of sin¬ 
cere, earnest Christians who are willing to worship Christ 
as Creator in this careless age, who are willing to honor 
the day God says to remember. They are known as 
Seventh-day Adventists. Their sanctuaries are open every 
Sabbath. You are welcome. 

May I suggest that before another Sabbath begins, you 
make your plans to worship with these new friends. Con¬ 
tact the nearest Seventh-dav Adventist church. Let the 

✓ 

pastor know of your desire to worship in a new and mean¬ 
ingful way. Or write me your decision, in care of the 
publisher of this book. 

You will find it a rewarding experience to worship on 
the day God says to remember! 

Cordially your friend, 




